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Thanksgiving 


C. B. JORDAN. My 


FOR TWELVE CHILDREN. 


Hang cardboard, with letters, around necks, { 
blank side out. Each turns card after reciting. \ 


T’s for the turkey so toothsome and good, yi 


N’s for the noise of the children knee-high. MA 
K’s for the kitchen where good thingsare made, 


X 


S is for spices and sweet marmalade. NY 
G’s for the games which we play until night, Ni 
I’s for the ices so cold and so white. 

V’s for the vines which encircle each plate, 
I’s for the illness which comes to us late. 
N’s for the nuts, and the raisins, you know, 
G’s for the gratitude we all should show. 


H is for holiday, well understood. He 
A’s for the apples which make sauce and pie, Vy 
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Four little girls, 
girl carries a large 
third a spice box, 


PUMPKIN PIES 


FOR FOUR GIRLS. 


each wearing a long, white apron. The first 
spoon and a pan, the second a rolling pin, the 
the fourth a long paper containing a recipe.) 


Each uses her utensil while reciting, where it is mentioned. Make 
gestures throughout. 


ALL: 
Four maids of a housekeeping turn are we, 
With implements ready for work, you see. 
Spoons and pans and a long recipe. 
For the making of pumpkin pies. 


First GIRL: 

Stir, and stir, till you stir long enough. 
SECOND GIRL: 

Roll the crust so it won’t be tough. 
THIRD GIRL: 

Daintily season it—this is the stuff. 
FourTH GIRL: 

For the making of pumpkin pies. 
ALL: 

For the making of pumpkin pies. 
ALL: 

Listen and learn from us what we tell—oh, 

Choose out a pumpkin big and yellow, 

Left till the sunshine made it mellow. 

Use it for pumpkin pies. 
Use it for pumpkin pies. 

First GIrv: 

Cover the tins with the flaky crust, 
SECOND GIRL: 

Sprinkle the pie with cinnamon dust, 
THIRD GIRL: 

There’s science and skill, and art, I trust, 
ALL: 

In making of pumpkin pies. 
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Be sure the oven is piping hot, 
SECOND GIRL: 
Put in the pie and spill it not, 
THIRD Girt: 
Bake until it is done to a dot, 
FourtH Girv: 
Beautiful pumpkin pies. 
ALL: 
Listen and learn from us what we tell—oh, 
Choose out a pumpkin big and yellow, 
Left till the sunshine made it mellow, 


Use it for pumpkin pies. 
a (They trip out) 
ig Oklahoma School Herald. 
# A THANKSGIVING DINNER 


ELEANOR CAMERON. 


FOR SEVEN PUPILS. 


2 This may be given with or without costumes. However, cos- 
i tumes add a great deal to the effect of the entertainment and if 
Ay possible should be used. These may be made of tissue paper or 
4 cheese cloth, and cardboard. Or, if desired, only the children’s 
i heads may be costumed, to represent the different vegetables and 
fruits, but of course Mother Nature must have a full costume. 
In the latter case all but Mother Nature should stand behind a 


curtain drawn across the stage so that only their heads will be 
seen by the audience. 


6 ee ets 


MOTHER NATURE: 

My name is Mother Nature and I have come to 
you to-day 

To wish to every little one a pleasant holiday. 

And I have brought my children, for we all 
have made a plan 

To make to-morrow’s dinner just the very 
best we can. 


" ” Ss 
TERRES ene Peep eh Sa ins 
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For, you must know, the dinner is a very 
jolly part 
Of ail that makes Thanksgiving Day so dear 
to every heart. 
So each one of my children here will tell 
what he can do 
To make the coming holiday a pleasant one 
for you. 
POTATO: 
I’m just a small potato, 
But surely you'll agree, 
You cannot cook a dinner 
Without some aid from me. 
So here you see me ready 
To help with all the rest. 
Just eat me with your turkey, 
Cooked as you like me best. 


TURNIP: 

I’m just a common turnip, 
And very large and white, 

I grew through all the summer, 
Out in the sunshine bright; 

But when the harvest ended, 
I quickly came away, 

- To see if I could help you 

Enjoy Thanksgiving Day. 


CABBAGE: 
You see I am a cabbage, 
And very firm and sweet, 
I ripened in the sunshine 
For boys and girls to eat. 


ONION: 
And here am J—an onion, 
You see I’m large and strong, 
I came with Mother Nature 
To help the feast along. 
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Now I will do my duty, 
As all good onions should, 
And when you eat your turkey, 
I'll make the dressing good. 


PUMPKIN: 
I am a yellow pumpkin, 
Am I not large and round? 
You must admit my equal 
Is nowhere to be found. 
To-morrow look about you 
And I am sure your eyes 
Will see that I have helped you 
To great big pumpkin pies. 


APPLE. 
I am a rosy apple 
And used in many a way, 
If roasted in the oven 
I’m very good, they say. 


Ayd,: 


We are proof of God’s best love 
Sending blessings from above, 

Through all seasons of the year 
To his children loved and dear. 


HARVEST TIME 
LAURA ROUNTREE SMITH 
FOR SEVEN GIRLS. 


13 


They all come on the stage at the same time, each having a card 


hung around her neck bearing one of the letters to make the word 


‘““Harvest.’’ They keep this blank side out until they recite their 


lines, when they turn card to view of audience 


ALL: 
We are little Pilgrim lasses, 
O’er the sea we came. 
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This is happy, glad Thanksgiving, 
How we love its name! 

All the world is full of beauty 
Harvest fields are fair, 

See the corn’s bright yellow tassels 
Waving in the air! 


H—Harvest time is here at last, 
Summer’s sunny hours are past. 


A—AIll the fields of golden grain 
Seem to catch the sweet refrain. 


R—Rosy apples on the ground 
In the orchard now are found. 


V—vVery lovely are the trees 
Swaying in the autumn breeze. 


E—Every ripening ear of corn 
Speaks to us of plenty’s horn! 


S—See the pumpkins lying there; 
Harvest fields will soon be bare. 


T—Three cheers, the little Pilgrims say, 
Three cheers for good Thanksgiving day. 


ALL: 


Harvest time, harvest time, 

Listen to our joyous rhyme, 

Thus it is we sing and say 

A welcome on Thanksgiving Day! . 
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FOR COMMON THINGS 
FOR FOUR CHILDREN. 


First CHILD: 
We thank Thee, Father, for the sunshine 
That helped the corn and wheat to 


grow. 
We thank Thee for the falling raindrops, 
And for the pure white flakes of snow. 


SECOND CHILD: 
; We thank Thee for our homes and playmates, 
We thank Thee for our daily bread, 
For sleep and laughter, love and labor, 
And joy that lights the path we tread 


FE Tuirp CHILD: 

‘a We thank Thee for the sky above us, 

t The grass that grew beneath our feet, 

The flowers that filled the air with perfume, 
The birds that sang us carols sweet. 


FourtH Cuiip: 
We thank Thee for the friends who love us, 
For father kind and mother dear— 
For all these things we thank Thee, F ather, 
Thy common gifts that crown the year. 


OUR FIRST THANKSGIVING DAY 


INEZ EMERY. 
FOR SIX GIRLS. 

Directions: Dress the children as Puritan women. They 
may carry baskets on their arms. Pies, cakes, etc., on a table 
near by, and fruit, vegetables and grasses at their feet, add to the 
effect. 

Ax, : 
We are Puritan maidens of Sixteen Hundred Twenty-One, 
And we are thankful that our beautiful harvest is done. 
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First GIRL: 
We landed at Plymouth last winter, 
When all was cold and bare; 
Without any homes, without any friends, 
And only our hardships to share. 


SECOND GIRL: 
We were nine weeks crossing the ocean, 
And our stout hearts almost failed, 
When our food became scarce, 
And our weak pilgrims grew ill, 
As day after day we sailed. 


THIRD GIRL: 
The good ship Mayflower brought us, 
A hundred or more to this land; 
But with few comforts and a terrible winter. 
We buried half our band. 


FourTH GIRL: 
We planted our crops in the spring, 
And the warm sun and the rain 
Brought us good cheer, bright hopes, 
Fruit and vegetables and grain. 


FirtH GIRL: 
And now, as never before, 
A debt of thanks we owe, 
To our gracious Father in heaven, 
Who always sends blessings, you know 


Sixt GIRL: 
William Bradford, our wise governor 
Who is all our staff and stay; 
Set apart for praise and feasting, 
This, our First Thanksgiving Day. 
ALL: 
And we think it a very good custom, 
And hope it will last for aye, 
When our crops are all harvested, 
To keep Thanksgiving Day 
Kansas Educator. 
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THANKSGIVING 
AMELIA E. Barr. 


FOR SIX CHILDREN 
First Pori.: 
“Have you cut the wheat in the blowing fields, 
The barley, the oats, and the nodding rye 
The golden corn and the pearly rice? 
For the winter days draw nigh.” 


SECOND PuPIL: 
‘“We have reaped them all from shore to shore, 
And the grain is safe on the threshing floor.” 


THIRD PuptL: 

“Have you gathered the berries from the vine, 
And the fruit from the orchard trees? 

The dew and the scent from the roses and thyme, 
In the hive of the honey bees?” 


FourtH Pupt.: 
‘The peach and the plum and the apple are ours, 
And the honey-comb from the scented flowers.” 


FirtH Pupiv: 

“The wealth of the snowy cotton field 
And the gift of the sugar cane, 

The savory herb and the nourishing root— 
There has nothing been given in vain.” 


SIXTH Purr: 
‘We have gathered the harvest from shore to shore, 
And the measure is full and brimming o’er.”’ 


ALY. 
Then lift up the head with a song! 
And lift up the hand with a gift! 
To the ancient Giver of all 
The spirit in gratitude lift! 
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For the joy and the promise of spring, 

For the hay and the clover sweet, 
The barley, the rye and the oats, 

The rice and the corn and the wheat, 
The cotton and sugar and fruit, 

The flowers and the fine honey-comb, 
The country so fair and so free, 

The blessings and glory of home. 


IN YE OLDEN TYME 
CLARA J. DENTON. 


FOR ANY NUMBER. 


PRroperTIES: A small ship, a stalk of Indian corn, a ripe pump- 
kin, a large platter, and an old-fashioned ‘‘splint-bottomed” 
chair. 

Costumes: All the speakers wear ordinary suits except the 
“Pilgrim.” The one giving this speech should be accompanied 
by as many “Pilgrims” of both sexes as is practicable. The girls 
wear short, straight, plain skirts; very short, full waists; long 
fingerless mitts; white kerchiefs; white caps; and carry small 
reticules on arm. Boys wear knickerbockers; very full, loose 
blouse waists; wide linen (or paper) collars and cuffs; and broad- 
brimmed hats. 

The pupils come on the stage in turn, step to center-front of 
stage, recite the lines assigned them, and then step back to rear 
of platform, where they arrange themselves in a semi-circle. 
When the last one has joined the circle they all move forward and 
recite in unison the lines designated, holding their respective ar- 
ticles forward in plain sight. They then march off stage to pa- 
triotic music. 


Frrst PuPIL: 
This is the ship so tried and true, 
Which safely crossed the ocean blue, 
And when the voyage long was o’er, 
’Mid joyful shouts approached the shore. 


SEcoND Pupit (dressed as Pilgrim and accompanied 
by a group of them): . 
These are the Pilgrims grave and bold, 
Who, seeking neither fame nor gold, 


yl ae 
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But liberty of speech and thought, 
To this fair land a blessing brought, 


THIRD PUPIL: 
This is the Indian corn so tall, 
Which furnished food for great and small 
For bounteous harvest did they pray, 
Then kept the first Thanksgiving Day. 


FourTH PupIL: 
This is the pumpkin big and sound, 
Which grew upon the well-tilled ground, 
And better food none will deny 
Was ever met than pumpkin pie. 


’ 


FIFTH PUPIL: 
This is the dish on which was laid 
The turkey, shot in forest shade, 
It held the central place of pride 
With other fowls on either side. 


SIXTH PUPIL: 
This is the chair whereon at least 
One Pilgrim sat to test the feast. 
It has no grace to charm the eye, 
Yet none can lightly pass it by. 


ALL: 
Now eagerly we’ve come to you, 
To tell this story strange, yet true, 
Of that glad time so far away, 
When first they kept Thanksgiving Day. 


A PUMPKIN DRILL 
MARIE IRISH. 
FOR EIGHT LITTLE GIRLS. 


CostumEs: Each girl wears a D pee ores mask over the face and 
a bonnet made of orange-colored cambric or cheese cloth. The 
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masks are made by taking half of a small pumpkin (cut in two 
lengthwise), scraping off the fleshy part quite close to the rind 
(which must be done carefully so as not to break the outside), 
cutting out eyes, nose and mouth in ‘“‘Jack-o’-lantern”’ style, then 
cutting down the mask to fit the face and fastening it on with cords 
which tie in the back. If scraped thin so as to make them light 
they will work nicely. The bonnets should be made with a full 
ruffle around the face and be large enough to come over onto the 
top and sides of the mask. They tie under the chin in a large 
bow. ; 

If possible the girls should wear orange-colored cheese cloth 
dresses, empire style with a sash tying in a large bow in the back. 
If these are not practicable they can wear white dresses and 
orange sashes to match the bonnets. Even ordinary dark dresses 
with the masks, orange bonnets and sashes make pretty costumes. 
Have at least one rehearsal wearing the masks and bonnets to 
be sure they work all right. Each girl also carries a small pump- 
kin, the smallest that can be obtained. If given in a locality 
where pumpkins are not available, the masks can be made of 
orange-colored cloth and just the march be given, omitting the 
drill with the pumpkins. 


Music: <A march, 

The girls enter in single file, the pumpkins resting on 
the left arm and supported by the right hand, at right 
corner of back of stage, pass down right side to the front, 
across front, up the left side and across to center of back. 
Then down center of stage to the front, where first girl 
turns to left, second to right, third to left, and so on, 
lines pass to corners of front, up the sides of stage and meet 
at center of back where they form couples. The couples 
imarch down the center of stage, to front, where first 
couple turns to left, second to right, third to left and so on, 
pass to corners of front, up sides of stage and across to 
center of back where they form fours. March down 
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center of stage four abreast and at the front the first 
four pass in single file to the left, while the second four 
pass in single file to the right corner of front, lines march 
up sides of stage and form in a straight line across back 
of stage, then march down the stage tofront eight abreast. 

On reaching front of stage the four nearest the left 
face the left side of stage, the other four face the right 
side and from the right and left corners of front the lines 
march diagonally and meet at center of back of stage, 
where they form couples and march down center of stage. 
At the center of front the first couple turns to the left, 
second to right, and so on, pass to right and left corners 
of front, up sides of stage and meet at center of back, 
where they form fours. The fours march down stage 
until the first four are about three feet from front of stage 
then the lines halt and take position thus for the drill: 


DRILL. 


Music for the drill must be good quadruple time, that 
is easy to count, so the girls can keep time nicely with 
their movements. 


Fig. 1.—Holding the pumpkin with both hands at the 
right side of body, move it up as high as the head and down 
four times; up at the left side of body and down, four 
times; straight out at the right side of body and back, 
four times; then out at the left side of body and back, 
four times, each movement requiring one beat of the 
music. Rest during two measures. 


Fig. 2—Holding the pumpkin with both hands, move 
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it slowly in front of the body to describe a circle, four 
times, each rotation to take four beats of music. Rest 
two measures. 


Fig. 3—Holding pumpkin at right side of body on 
line with the bottom of the waist, raise it diagonally 
across chest up to the left shoulder and back, four times. 
With pumpkin at left of body raise it diagonally to the 
right shoulder and back, four times. Rest during two 
measures, 


Fig. 4—Holding the pumpkin in front of the chest, 
bend forward and lower the pumpkin until it touches the 
floor, then bring it back to position, four times. Rest two 
measures. 


Fig. 5.—Holding pumpkin at the left side of body, 
move it across to the right, then up to the top of head, 
across to left and down, having described a square, four 
times. Rest two measures. 


Fig. 6.—Raise the pumpkin and set it on top of the 
head, letting it remain four measures. 


Fig. 7—All kneel on the right knee, place the pumpkin 
on the left and let it rest during four measures of music. 
Rise and hold the pumpkin as on entering, ready to re- 
sume the march. 


CLosING MARCH. 


Girls on the front line of fours face the left of stage, 
those on back row face the right side and each four 
marches toward the side they are facing, then up sides 
of stage and across to center of back, where they meet 
and form couples. The couples march down center of 
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stage and at the front one line turns each way and they 
march thus: 
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On reaching the center of front of stage again they 
form couples, turn to the right, pass to right corner, up 
the right side and off at the back of stage. 


TEN LITTLE PUMPKINS 
NINETTE M. LowATER. 
EN little pumpkins sitting on a vine; 


Through the fence a cow’s head came, then there 
were nine. 


Nine little pumpkins growing near the gate; 
Over one a wagon rolled, then there were eight. 


Eight little pumpkins growing round and even; 
Baby thought he’d found a ball, then there were seven. 


Seven little pumpkins with the tall weeds mixed; 
Along came the gardener’s hoe, then there were six. 


Six little pumpkins left to grow and thrive; 
On one the pony stepped, then there were five. 
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Five little pumpkins where ten grew before: 
One withered in the sun, then there were four. 


Four little pumpkins, green as green could be; 
Johnny made a lantern, then there were three. 


Three big green pumpkins; then said little Sue, 
“Make me a lantern, please,’’—this left but two. 


Two yellow pumpkins ripened in the sun; 
Aunt Mary took one home, then there was but one. 


One ripe pumpkin, largest of the many, 
Robbie found for grandma, then there wasn’t any 
Youth’s Companion 


A THANKSGIVING HYMN 


AN a little child like me 
: ) Thank the father fittingly? 
Yes, oh yes! be good and true, 
Patient, kind in all you do; 
Love the Lord and do your part, 
Learn to say with all your heart: 
Father we thank Thee! 
Father, we thank Thee! 
Father in heaven we thank Thee! 


THE PIE 


URRAH for the tiny seed! 
H Hurrah for the flower and vine! 
Hurrah for the golden pumpkin, 

Yellow, and plump, and fine! 

But better than all beginnings, 
Sure nobody can deny, 

Is the end of the whole procession— 
This glorious pumpkin pie, 
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IN THE THANKSGIVING FIRELIGHT 


CAROLYN S. BaILEYy 


Went home long ago. Oh, it’s ever so late! 

And Grandmother said that I should be in bed— 
Yet here we both are on the hearth-rug instead, 
The yellow coals blinking away at us two, 
At me in my nightie, and Pussy Cat Mew. 


A ve Patience and Uncle and good Cousin Kate 


It’s been the most beautiful day of them all, 

With all the “relations” for such a long call! 

And / laid the napkins, and J passed the jam! 

And Grandmother said, ‘‘She’s my precious!” I am! 
Oh, Pussy, come here while I hug you more tight! 
Now, aren’t we just ever so thankful tonight— 


For puddings, for taffy, for saucers of milk, 

For my new red coat (you've a coat soft as silk), 

And my ruffled white apron good Cousin Kate brought! 
And, Pussy Cat Mew (sit up straight as you ought), 
Just think of your goose-bones, your balls, and your strings 
And ail of the fun that Thanksgiving Day brings! 


And there is dear Grandmother having a nap, 
Her two tired hands folded still on her lap! 

Oh, Pussy, purr softly; we'll just let her doze, 
While we sit by the fire and toast our ten toes— 
For, of all the good things of all the long year, 
We're thankfullest, Pussy, for Grandmother dear! 


Little Folks. 
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A NOFFLE DREAM 


AS’ night I had a noffle dream— 
L I dreamed ’at I was in a tree 
A roostin’, an’ somehow it seem’ 
*At some one come an’ grab’ for me 
An’ catch me by th’ leg an’ take 
Me where’s a light an’ nen I see 
What makes me shake an’ shake an’ shake— 
A turkey gobbler’s holdin’ me! 


An’ other turkeys sits aroun’ 
An’ feel to see how fat I am 
An’ pick me up an’ drop me down 
So ’at I get a noffle slam. 
An’ ’is old turkey gobbler, he 
Take up a ax ’at’s awful bright 
An’ swing it up an’ over me 
An’ whirl it ’round ’ith all his might. 


An’ all ’em turkeys ’ey say: ‘‘Um-m-m! 
I guess he’ll be a dandy roast!” 
An’ all the children turkeys come 
An’ say which part they like th’ most. 
An’ all of ’em 'ey say ’ey choose 
Th’ drumstick! Nen th’ gobbler laugh 
An’ say some of ’em sure to lose 
Unless ’ey carve th’ sticks in half. 


An’ nen he swing his ax again 
An’ I ’ist twist buhfore it fell 
An’ wake myself! An’ nen—an’ nen— 
W’y you ‘ist bet I yell an’ yell! 
An’ my pa come an’ pat my head 
An’ say th’ nightmare’s what I got, 
An’ nen I think awhile an’ said 
"At it’s a night-turkey! Ugh! ‘at’s what! 


Chicago Tribune. 
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THANKSGIVING 
Mary E. PLuMMER. 
we HY does God send down his rain?” 
Don’t you know? Rain and snow 
Help to make the flowers grow, 
And the golden grain. 
Thank Him for the plenteous rain, 
Thank Him for the golden grain. 


“Why do winds blow loud and long?” 
Don’t you know? Fierce winds blow 
Just to make the fruit trees grow, 

Just to make them strong. 

God doth for the fruit trees care, 

Praise Him for the fruit they bear. 


“Why do summer sunbeams shine?” 
Don’t you know? Sunbeams glow 
And the grapes more purple grow, 

On each clinging vine. 
Let us then our Father praise 
For the long bright summer days. 


“Why does God these bounties give?” 
Why, you know! He doth bestow 
Fruit and grain to help us grow, 
Useful lives to live. 
He supplieth all our needs, 
Let us thank Him by our deeds. 
Kindergarten Review. 


THANKSGIVING 
JEANNETTE Munro. 
sé HANKS,” said the thrush, 
‘For the trees and the flowers.” 
“Thanks,”’ said the lily, 
“For cooling spring showers.” 
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‘Thanks,”’ said the man, 
“For my wife and my home, ~ 
For the hearthstone from which 
T will never more roam.”’ 


‘“‘Thanks,”’ said the maid, 
‘For my lover so true, 
Sailing away o’er the ocean’s deep blue.” 


“Thanks,”’ said the robin, 
And ‘‘Thanks,’’ said the wren— 
Thanking the Giver again and again. 


St. Nicholas. 


A CHILD’S THANKSGIVING 


THANK Thee, Father in the skies, 
I For this dear home to warm and bright; 
I thank Thee for the sunny day, 
And for the sleepy, starry night. 


I thank Thee for my father’s arms, 
So big and strong to hold me near; 
I thank Thee for my mother’s face; 
I thank Thee for my dolly dear. 


I thank Thee for the little birds 
That eat my crumbs upon the sill; 

I thank Thee for the pretty snow 
That’s coming down so soft and still. 


O Father, up there in the skies, 
Hear me on this Thanksgiving day, 
And please read in my little heart 
The ‘‘thank you’s” I forget to say. 


Kindergarten Review. 


Sate Gee 
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WHAT I’M THANKFUL FOR 


FOR A BOY, 


; is THANKFUL that I’m six years old, 


And that I’ve left off dresses; 
And that I’ve had my curls cut off— 
Some people call ’em tresses. 
Such things were never meant for boys— 
Horrid dangling, tangling curls— 
They go quite well with dress and sash; 
They are just the thing for girls. 


I’m thankful I have pockets four, 
Tho’ they’re almost too small, 

To hold the things I want to keep— 
Some strings, knife, top and ball. 
I’m thankful that we’re going to have, 

All my folks and I, 
Just a jolly dinner to-day, 
With turkey and mince pie. 


O, one thing more, my mamma says, 
And what she says is true; 

’Tis God who gives us everything, 
And helps us with all we do. 

And so I thank Him very much 
For all that I enjoy; 

And hope that next Thanksgiving Day 
Will find me a better boy. 


Brooklyn Eagle. 


A TURKEY JINGLE 


ISTEH Tu’key’s up dis mawn 
Eatin’ lak a glutton; 
Craw so full of yelleh cawn 
Sticks out lak a button. 
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Stuff, old buhd, Ah’m watchin’ yu, 
En sho’ es yu am libbin’ 

Ah will do sum stuffin’, too, 
’Long erbout Thanksgibbin’. 


WHY? 


’VE noticed on Thanksgiving Day, 
I With strangers or my own folks, 
That little boys can always eat 

A great deal more than grown folks, 
Of turkey or of pumpkin pie— 
Will someone please to tell me why? 


THE WONDER PLACE 
W. D. NESBIT. 


’M GOIN’ to my grampa’s when 
Thanksgivin’ is—an’ we'll go on 
Th’ train th’ longest ways, an’ nen 
He'll say: ‘“‘W’y! Is this little John!” 
An’ nen he’ll let me dwive his team 
An’ laugh ’uhcause I swing th’ whip 
An’ try to ““Tchk!” an’ ist can’t seem 
To get th’ right twist on my lip. 


An’ nen we'll dwive right up th’ lane 

An’ to th’ house where gramma is— 
An’ she’ll be at th’ window pane 

An’ nen say: ‘Bless that heart o’ his!” 
An’ hug me tight, an’ take me to 

Th’ fireplace so’s I can get warm 
An’ say ’uhfore th’ day is through 

ohe ain’t su’prised if it’ll storm. 


Where grampa’s live—w’y , ’at’s th’ place 
Thanksgivin’ is—an’ ’ere’s a dog 
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"At jumps on me an’ licks my face 
An’ nen barks in a hollow log; 
An’ ’ere’s a calf ’at looks at me 
Like it don’t like th’ fings I weared, 
But I ist laugh so it can’t see 
"At I’m a-gettin’ halfway scared. 


An’ ’ere’s a field ’at’s ist as wide! 
Wif cornshocks runnin’ on for miles, 
An’ rabbits ’at will jump an’ hide 
Nen hop on every little whiles. 
An’ ’ere’s a barn where pigeons stay 
An’ where’s a grindstone an’ a maul, 
And you can slide down on th’ hay 
An’ grampa ist don’t care at all. 


My grampa an’ my gramma, ey 
Say ’at I got my papa’s hair— 
An’ his is gone!—an’ every day 
I sleep in ’at big rockin’ chair. 
An’ gramma all th’ time she give 
Me cookies; an’ she’s got a cat 
"At sings! Don’t you know where they live? 
W’y ’ere’s th’ place Thanksgivin’s at ! 
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Chicago Tribune. 


THANKSGIVIN * A-COMIN’ 
Jos. C. SINDELAR. 


HEN Mr. Frost comes a-bitin’ your ears, 
And the bees have quit hummin’, 
When the hick’ry and walnuts begin fallin’, 
You can jes’ bet Thanksgivin’ ’s comin’. 


When the folks begin makin’ cider, 
And the apples are stored away, 
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When the pumpkins are turnin’ yellow— 
Why, it’s comin’ Thanksgivin’ Day. 


But when you smell turkey an’ chicken, 
And mother won't let you near, 

When the pumpkin pie is a-bakin’— 
Why, you know Thanksgivin’ ’s here. 


a 


NOVEMBER’S PARTY 


OVEMBER gave a party; 
The leaves by hundreds came— 
The Ashes, Oaks, and Maples, 

And those of every name; 
The sunshine spread a carpet, 

And everything was grand; 
Miss Weather led the dancing, 
. Professor Wind the band. 


The Chestnuts came in yellow, 
The Oaks in crimson dressed; 
The lovely Misses Maple 
In scarlet looked their best. 
And balanced all their partners 
And gaily fluttered by— 
The sight was like a rainbow 
New fallen from the sky. 


Then in the rustic hollows 
At “hide and seek”’ they played; 
The party closed at sundown, 
And everybody stayed. 
Professor Wind played louder, 
They flew along the ground 
And then the party ended 
Tn jolly “hands around.” 


PRIMARY GRADES 33 


NOVEMBER 
Jos. C. SINDELAR. 


OVEMBER, the eleventh month of the year, 
They say you are awful bold. 
But I’m glad that again you are here, 


Even though with you comes the bitter cold. 


They blame you for, oh, so many things 
That I know aren’t true, 

But they would praise you if only 
They knew what I do. 


They say it is your fault that Jack Frost 
Comes with us to stay, 

That the leaves fall from every tree, 
And you chase the birds away. 


That the bleak and cold winds blow, 
That Nature changes its hue, 

And that you’re the month that brings 
The snow and icicles too. 


Whether or not all this be true 
I’m sure I cannot say, 

But O November, I love you, just because 
You bring us Thanksgiving Day. 


THANKSGIVING 
ELIZABETH C, BEALE 
H, HARD is the ground that the horses fly over! 
But cozy and lovely it is in the sleigh. 
Oh, hurry to grandma’s, don’t wait any longer; 
Hurry, hurry to dinner, it’s Thanksgiving Day. 


Hurrah for the pies, and hurrah for the pudding! 
Hurrah for the turkey and chestnuts and all! 


aap 
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Be merry, be jolly, and laugh all you can; 
Oh, try to be gay on this day of the fall! 


“Good-by, dear old grandma, and thanks for the turkey!” 
Now, faster than lightning the sleigh’s on its way. 
Oh, hurrah for November, and thanks for its kindness, 
And hurrah many times for old Thanksgiving Day! 
St. Nicholas. 


THANKSGIVING DAY 


HAT care we for the cold wind’s blast? 
What care we tho’ it’s snowing? 
Thanksgiving Day has come at last, 
To grandma’s we're going. 


Wrapped up in furs as warm as toast, 
*Way o’er the hills we’re fleeting; 

To welcome friends, a merry host, 
And grandma’s smile of greeting. 


The sleigh bells jingle merrily, 
And tho’ the flakes are flying, 

At last beyond the hills we see 
A little cottage lying. 


I’m sure we'll find sweet cakes and fruit 
And pumpkin pies so yellow; 

For grandma knows just how to suit 
Each hungry little fellow. 


THE DOLLS’ THANKSGIVING 
ELLEN MANLY. 


HERE! now I’ve fixed you nicely, all sitting in a row 
Upon the parlor sofa, and mind you stay just so! 
To-morrow ’Il be Thanksgiving, and if you’re good, 
you see, 
I’ll take you all to grandma’s to spend the day with me. 
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My mamma says there’s so much to make us very glad, 

"Twill be the best Thanksgiving Day she ever, ever had; 

. And so my dearest children, I want that each of you 

Should think of something pleasant to make you thankful, 
too! 


Now first, there’s Angelina—she’s very glad, [ know, 
Because she’s new and pretty and people pet her so; 
Then Lily must be thankful to be so straight and tall; 
And Daisy—just as happy because she’s nice and small. 
Poor Polly is afflicted,—she only has one eye; 

I’m very sorry for her, but if she will but try 

To think how very dreadful it would be if both were out, 
I’m sure she’d feel there’s nothing to be distressed about. 


Though Lucy’s arms have flattened, it doesn’t show at all; 
And no one knows that Susy’s back is crooked from a fall; 
And Mary’s just as lively, although one leg is lost; 

And Sallie can be thankful that though her eyes are crossed 
They’re such a lovely color—the sweetest shade of blue— 
And she has a fine complexion, and pretty dimples, too. 
And if my dearest Betty 7s rag, and rather old, 

She knows / think her lovely, and worth her weight in gold! 


Matilda’s nose is broken—that’s bad, I must confess; 

But I always try to give her the very prettiest dress. 

May still can smile a little, although it’s really sad 

That floating in the cistern spoiled what looks she had. 

Louisa’s scratched up badly from playing with the cat: 

He might have clawed her eyes out,—she must remember 
that; 

And baby fell down cellar, but only cracked her head, 

When she might so very easily have ruined it instead. 


The puppy caught Rosanna and pulled off half her hair; 
I know she didn’t like it, for she hadn’t much to spare. 
But she need never worry over such a slight mishap 
When she can wear a pretty, becoming little cap. 
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If you thought about your troubles you might feel a 
little blue, 

But I’m certain you’re happy as if you were quite new. . 

I want you to remember things might be so much worse. 

And you always find your mother the kindest little nurse. 


Why, you might all be orphans, instead of having me! 
Or if I were cross and scolded, how dreadful that would be! 
But I love you all so dearly I’m sure you will consent 
That that’s the best of reasons why you should be content, 
So sit up straight, my darlings, and think of what I’ve 
said! 
I’m afraid you might forget it if I let you go to bed. 
So I’ll leave you here till morning, all sitting in a row, 
Then you'll be up bright and early for Thanksgiving Day, 
you know. 
Youth’s Companion. 


BAMBOOZLING GRANDMA 


| ieee never was a grandma half so good,” 
He whispered while beside her chair he stood. 
And laid his rosy cheek, 
With manner very meek, 
Against her dear old face in loving mood. 


‘‘There never was a nicer grandma born; 

I know some little boys must be forlorn, 
Because they’ve none like you. 
I wonder what I’d do 

Without a grandma’s kisses night and morn?” 


‘‘There never was a dearer grandma, there!’’ 

He kissed her, and he smoothed her snow-white hair; 
Then fixed her ruffled cap, 
And nestled in her lap, 

While grandma, smiling, rocked her old armchair. 


“When I’m a man what things to you I'll bring; 
A horse and carriage and a watch and ring. 
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a All grandmas are so nice 
i (Just here he kissed her twice) 
¥ And grandmas give a good boy everything.” 


Before his dear old grandma could reply 

This boy looked up, and, with a roguish eye 
Then whispered in her ear 
That nobody might hear: 

“Say, grandma, have you any more mince pie?”’ 


A THANKSGIVING SONG 
MatTTiE M. RENWICK. 


OR FLOWERS so beautiful and sweet, 
For friends and clothes and food to eat, 
For precious hours, for work and play, 
We thank Thee this Thanksgiving Day. 


For father’s care and mother’s love, 
For the blue sky and clouds above, 

For springtime and the autumn gay 
We thank Thee this Thanksgiving Day! 


For all Thy gifts so good and fair, 
Bestowed so freely everywhere, 

Give us grateful hearts we pray, 

To thank Thee this Thanksgiving Day. 


TED’S STORY OF THANKSGIVING 
RIsPAH BRITTON GOFF. 


E HAD all sat down to dinner on that glad Thanks- 
giving Day,— 
There were uncles, aunts, and cousins, who had 
come from far away,— 
But before he carved the turkey grandpa turned to lit- 
tle Ted: 


38 THANKSGIVING ENTERTAINMENTS 


“Can you tell us why we celebrate Thanksgiving Day?” 
he said. 


Now Ted was only six, but he knew the story well, 
And he drew himself up proudly, for ’twas one he toved 
to tell. 
“The Pilgrims wished to worship God the way that they 
thought best, 
But the king said they must go to church along with all 
the rest. 


“So they fled across the ocean and they came right over 
here; 

’Twas just as cold as could be—’twas the winter of the 
year; 

And our country then was different, and of course there 
was no dock, 

So the whole one hundred of ’em had to land on Ply- 
mouth Rock. 


“It was such a hard, cold winter that they died off thick 
and fast, 

But finally it was over and the spring had come at last; 

And when the Pilgrims gathered in their harvest in the 
fall, 

They felt so very happy, they were thankful, one and all. 


“And they thought they’d set apart a day in which to 
praise and pray, 

And they also had a feasting which they called Thanks- 
giving Day. 

And that is why we keep it when our crops are gathered 
in, 

oe we too are thankful to have filled each loft and 

in. 


“And I’m thankful to the Pilgrims because they made 
the Day, 
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for I like a good big dinner and a time to romp and 
play.”’ 
And when our Ted had finished, ‘‘That was well told,” 
grandpa said, 
And the aunts and uncles shouted, ‘‘Here’s three cheers 
for little Ted!” 
St. Nicholas. 


THE BEST OF ALL 
MARTHA BuRR BANKS. 


HERE are all kinds of tables, as every one knows, 
And they’re all of them useful, we have to suppose: 
First of all, there’s the table called multiplication— 
It gives us much trouble and mortification ; 
There are tables of money and tables of measure— 
We have them in school hours with similar pleasure; 
The turn-table carries the engine around; 
And the time-table’s good when on journeys we’re bound; 
But the best of all tables, in fact or in fable, 
Is a beautiful, big Thanksgiving table. 


Little Men and Women. 


A THANKSGIVING DREAM 
Jos. C. SINDELAR. 


9 WAS about nine-thirty or a little before, 
When Mr. Turkey knocked at our front door. 

Straightway to my room he went 

Evidently on some mischief bent; 

And to my surprise and dismay 

I heard the turkey gobbler say— 

‘Thanksgiving is drawing very near 

And good boys will be pretty dear. 

We must get them fat and feed them well 

So that at a high price they will readily sell.” 


comes 
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Saying this, he drew forth his hatchet 

Which would have landed on my neck if I hadn't 
snatched it. 

Next he chased me all over the yard 

Gobbling—‘‘That boy will give a lot of lard.” 

In a twinkle he had me on the block 

And my head was coming off at ten by the clock— 

Just then I awoke and found it all a dream 

Things were brighter than they at first did seem, 

For the “turk” it was and not I 

That was scheduled at that time to die, 

For you see, I’m as happy, jolly and gay 

As any boy on this glad Thanksgiving Day. 


THE DAY AFTER THANKSGIVING 
AILEEN HyLANnp. 


at UR COMMUNITY’S diminished,” said the turkey 
() with a sigh. 
“Indeed it is,’’ the duck replied, tears standing in 
his eye. 
“Alas, Iam a widow!” cried poor young Mrs. Hen, 
“And so am I,”’ sobbed Mrs. Goose, “my husband’s left 
the pen.” 


So they set up such a wailing that the farmer was quite 
scared. 

And his knees knocked on each other, for he thought they 
had not cared. 

But the day had been Thanksgiving, and the poultry had 
been caught, 

And the farmer’s wife had cooked them, and to the table 
brought. 


So within himself he whispered, ‘I will take my things 
and go. 
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For one never kept an awful farm like this I’m sure, you 
know.” 
Then he got up and he scuttled, and he’s not been heard 
of since. 
And the feathered folk now rule there, and the turkey cock 
is prince, 
St. Nicholas. 


NOVEMBER 
ALICE CARY. 


HE LEAVES are fading and falling, 
The winds are rough and wild, 
The birds have ceased their calling, 
But let me tell you, my child, 


Tho’ day by day, as it closes, 
Doth it darker and colder grow; 

The roots of the bright red roses 
Will keep alive in the snow. 


And when the winter is over, 
The boughs will get new leaves, 

The quail come back to the clover, 
The swallow come back to the eaves. 


The robin wi. ar on his bosom 
A vest that is bright and new, 
And the loveliest wayside blossom 

Will shine with the sun and dew. 


The leaves today are whirling, 
The brooks are all dry and dumb, 
But let me tell you, my darling, 
The spring will be sure to come. 


There must be rough, cold weather. 
And winds and rains so wild; 
Not all good things together 
Come to us here, my child. 
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So, when some dear joy loses 
Its beauteous summer glow, 
Think how the roots of the roses 
Are kept alive in the snow. 


A TURKEY HUNT 
Jos. C. SINDELAR. 


ISTER Turkey gobbled to himself one day, 
M “I must find the man who invented Thanksgiving 
Day.” 
So he called the turkeys together and began to organize, 
But to beat ‘‘man’”’ they were a little small in size. 
And of all that brave band that went away, 
Not one was to be found after Thanksgiving Day. 


AN OLD-TIME THANKSGIVING 


ATIENCE Deliverance Hopeful Ann, 
P A gray little, prim little Puritan, 
Who lived in the years that are far away. 
Sat down to her dinner on Thanksgiving Day. 


Turkey and goose and a pumpkin pie, 

A little roast pig with a chestnut eye, 
Pudding and apples, and good brown bread, 
“T feel very hungry,”’ Deliverance said. 


Patience Deliverance Hopeful Ann, 

She ate and ate when she once began, 
Turkey and goose, and the chestnut pig, 
And slices of pie that were much too big. 


Till, grandmamma says, she was just like me, 
They put her to bed with thoroughwort tea, 
Patience Deliverance Hopeful Ann, 

The gray little, prim little Puritan. 
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WHO GIVES US OUR THANKSGIVING DINNER 


N THANKSGIVING Day little Dorothy said, 
With many a nod of her wise curly head, 
“The cook is as busy as busy can be, 

And very good, too—for ’tis easy to see 

She gives us our Thanksgiving dinner.” 


“Oh, no, little Dorothy,” answered thé cook, 
“Just think of the trouble your dear mother took 
In planning the dinner and getting for me 

The things that I cook; so ’tis mother, you see, 
Who gives us our Thanksgiving dinner.”’ 


“Of course it is mother; I ought to have known,”’ 
Said Dorothy, then, in a satisfied tone. 

But mother said, smiling, ‘‘You are not right yet; 
Tis father who gives me the money to get 

The things for our Thanksgiving dinner.”’ 


But father said: “I earn the money, 'tis true; 

But money alone not a great deal can do. 

The butcher, the grocer, whose things we must buy, 
Should not be forgotten, for they more than I 

Will give us our Thanksgiving dinner.”’ 


“Oh! isn’t it funny?” said Dorothy then; 
“And now, I suppose, if I ask these two men, 
The grocer, the butcher, about it, they'd say 
It surely is somebody else and not they 
Who give us our Thanksgiving dinner.”’ 


And so little Dorothy heard with delight 

That her guess about grocer and butcher was right. 
The grocer said he only kept in his store 

What miller and farmer had brought in before, 

To help for the Thanksgiving dinner. 


The jolly old butcher laughed long and laughed loud, 
“My Thanksgiving turkeys do make me feel proud. 
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And one’s for your dinner; but then you must know 
The turkeys are raised by the farmer, and so 
He gives you your Thanksgiving dinner.’’ 


WE NEED YOU 
LAURA ROUNTREE SMITH. 
Tune: JINGLE BELLS. 


‘Ta HAPPY harvest time, 
Thanksgiving’s almost here; 
We need the turkey gobbler, so 
That fact is very clear. 
So leave your little grip— 
And have with us a play; 
We love the turkey gobbler, so 
He must not go away! 


CHORUS: 


Turkey dear, turkey dear, 
We will take you home, 
*Tis not safe, oh turkey dear, 
Far away to roam! 
Turkey dear, turkey dear, 
Really you must stay; 
Turkey gobbler, we need you, 
On glad Thanksgiving Day! 


Oh, really, don’t you know, 
We like to have you fat. 
We fed you for that purpose 
And you never thought of that! 
We cannot let you go, 
For turkey, turkey dear, 
We need you, and you know yourselt 
Thanksgiving’s drawing near! 
Chorus 
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A TURKEY SONG 


. Jos. C. SINDELAR. 
Tune: YANKEE DOODLE. 


E SING a song of turkey bills, 
About this time of year, sir: 
No matter what may be their ills 
We'll cure them without fail, sir. 


’ 


“HORUS: 


Yankee Doodle likes turkeys, 
Yankee Doodle dandy. 

For his Thanksgiving dinner, he 
Says they’re mighty handy. 


The old gobbler he got so cross, 
’*Twas really a disgrace, sir: 
We caught him and we dressed him 
And now he feels good, sir. 
(Put hands on stomach). 
Ghorus 


Mrs. Turkey Me grew so fat, 
So yellow and all that, sir: 
“Twas too bad to see her suffer, 
She’s resting easy now, sir. 
(Put hands on stomach). 
Chorus. 


The young turks they grew so very thin 
To see the old ones go, sir: 
They grieved so, that we stuffed them, 
And now they feel fine, sir. 
(Put hands on stomach). 
Chorus. 


THANKSGIVING 


Laura R, Smita F. F, CaurcHini 
Accomp. by Mrs, CLaRA GRINDELL 


1, Thanksgiving Day has come once more, Our sleigh is waiting 
2. Now weall shout and laugh with glee, Thanks-giv-ing time has 


at the door; To grand-pa’s farm we glad-ly go, Our 
come, you see; The air is crisp, the snow-flakes fall, Our 


sleigh-bellsjingle so. ) _, a 
hap - py voices call. S Jingle, jingle, go the bells, All the way, 
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QUOTATIONS 


Now is the time to forget all your cares, 
Cast every trouble away; 

Think of your blessings, remember your joys, 
Don't be afraid to be gay! 

None are too old and none are too young 
To frolic on Thanksgiving Day. 


But let the good old corn adorn 
The hills our fathers trod; 

Still let us, for his golden corn 
Send up our thanks to God! 


Z  Whittter. 
For peace and for plenty, for freedom, for rest. 
For joy in the land from the East to the West. 


For the dear, starry flag, with its red, white and blue, 
We thank Thee, from hearts that are honest and true. 


Margaret E. Sangster. 


FRUITS are ripe in Autumn, leaves are sere and red. 
Then we glean the wheatfield, thanking God for bread. 


IT TAKES one little girl or boy 
Two hands to work and play. 

And just one loving little heart 
To make Thanksgiving Day. 


WE MusT not hope to be mowers, 
And to gather the ripe, golden ears, 
Until we have first been sowers 
And watered the furrows with tears. 
Alice Cary. 


For all the good that life supplies, 
For all thy sovereign will decries, 
For mercies old, for mercies new, 
For skies o’ercast, and skies all blue. 
Mary M. Adams. 
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THANKS be to God! to whom earth owes 
Sunshine and breeze, 
The heath clad hill, the vale’s repose, 
Streamlet and seas, 
The snowdrop and the summer rose, 
The many voiced trees. 
Frances Ridley Havergal. 


CHEERY hearts and smiling faces, 
Gentle speech and ways, 

Make a cloudy, dull Thanksgiving 

_ Sunniest of days. 


For the trade and the skill and the wealth of our land, 

For the cunning and strength of the workingman’s 
hand, 

For the friendship that hope and affection have wrought— 

Thanksgiving! Thanksgiving! 


He wuo thanks but with lips 
Thanks but in part, 
The full, the true, Thanksgiving 
Comes from the heart. 
J. A. Shedd. 


I THANK Thee, Lord, for quiet rest, 
And for Thy care of me, 
O let me through this day be blest, 
And kept from harm by Thee. 
frances Osgood. 


Che Feast Day 


NIXON WATERMAN. 


Again draws glad j rPtanspiving near, 
The richest feas of all the year. 


Now get your t¥ Yrkey, young and fat, 
And stuff it f\/ Il of this and that. 


Of fruits and ef dara sauces make, 
To match your woANId of pies and cake. 


Ask kith and in from everywhere 
To come, your ingly feast to share. 


Lay by your pat De and for a day 
Let thankful fri diiness hold sway, 


While old and oung His love recall, 
Whosetender bount* keeps us all. 


49 


\) An 
Saturday Evening Post. " ‘ 


shit 


50 THANKSGIVING ENTERTAINMENTS 


THE HARVEST 


FOR FOUR CHILDREN. 


First PupI.: 
Plant blessings, blessings will bloom; 
Plant hate, and hate will grow. 
You can sow to-day, to-morrow will bring 
The blossom that proves what sort of a thing 
Is the seed, the seed that you sow. 
Lucy Larcom. 


SECOND PUPIL: 
Sow love, and taste its fruitage pure; 
Sow peace, and reap its harvest bright; 
Sow sunbeams on the rock and moor, 
And find a harvest-home of light. 
Hi. Bonar. 
THIRD PUPIL: 
Sow with a generous hand, 
Pause not for toil or pain, 
Weary not through the heat of summer, 
Weary not through the cold spring rain; 
But wait till the autumn comes 
For the sheaves of golden grain. 
Selected. 
FourtH PupI.: 
Everyone is sowing 
Both by word and deed; 
All mankind is growing, 
Either wheat or weed. 
Thoughtless ones are throwing 
Any sort of seed. 
Sir Henry Wooten. 
ALL: 
We must not hope to be mowers, 
And to gather the ripe, golden ears, 
Until we have first been sowers, 
And watered the furrows with tears. 
Alice Carp. 
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A CALENDAR OF THANKSGIVING 
ALoysrus Cou. 


FOR FIVE CHILDREN. 


Each pupil represents a period in the development and progress 
of our country, and should carry a large card with the date of the 
event spoken of, printed on same. If easily procured, a large 
picture illustrating some important occurrence or noted character 
of each period may be pasted below the date. For instance, the 
first, Columbus’ Landing; the second, The Landing of the Pil- 
grims; the third, Washington; the fourth, Lincoln; the fifth, 
Our President in Office. A short statement preceding and ex- 
plaining each date should be given by the teacher or one of the 
older pupils. Or, if given on the stage, pupils may, while re- 
citing, stand in front of curtain which slowly rises, disclosing 
picture illustrating some important event of the date mentioned. 


First Pupin, 1492: 
Thanks to the Master Mariner of Fate 

For men of wander-wish and purpose brave, 
To man the shallops of discovery 

And chart a waiting world beyond the wave. 


SECOND PuPIL, 1620: 
Thanks to the Staff of Heaven’s Pilgrimage 
For these that land, of stern and sturdy stock, 
To plant their scallop-shells on hallowed sand 
And found a proud dominion on the rock. 


THIRD PUPIL, 1775: 
Thanks to the Mighty Arbiter of War 
For hosts to battle, cannon to defend, 
Armies to strike and dauntless blood to shed, 
A cause to fight, and freedom in the end. 


FourTH Pupii, 1865: 
Thanks to the God of Mercy and of Love 
For hands that close the great divide of Hate 
In friendship leal, and union olive-twined, 
Forgiving and forgetting, State for State. 
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Firtu Pupii, 190-: 
For groves of pine and barns that bulge with grain, 
Contentment of a people glad and free. 
For every good of hand and heart and soul— 
Thanks to the Father of Prosperity! 
Adapted from Ladtes’ World, 


LET US GIVE THANKS 
CLARA J. DENTON. 


FOR ANY NUMBER. 


CHARACTERS: Goldenrod, Sunflower, Farmer, as many School 
Children as convenient, twelve Autumn Leaves, four of each 
color, brown, yellow, and red. More Autumn Leaves may be 
used by doubling the number called for in the movements given. 

CostumEs: Goldenrod and Sunflower, loose dresses of bright, 
yellow cheese-cloth, with green bands around bottom of gowns, 
russet shoes, brown hose. Sunflower should be much taller than 
Goldenrod, and should wear a cap of brown crepe paper, also belt 
of same, and brown trimming on waist in any fanciful arrange- 
ment. Autumn Leaves should wear loose dresses of yellow, red 
and brown. Be careful that the respective colors are of the same 
shade. Also see to it that the yellow of the Leaves is of a duller 
color than that worn by the two flowers. The Leaves should 
wear little, pointed caps matching the gowns, let the caps be alike 
in shape. The Leaves should also wear brown shoes and hosiery. 

School Children, ordinary costumes. 

Farmer, overalls and blue blouse, slouch hat. The wheel- 
barrow should be well-filled with fruits and vegetables, a large 
pumpkin surmounting the whole, 


GOLDENROD and SUNFLOWER discovered at rear of stage 
in crouching positions, heads bowed on folded arms. 
SCHOOL CHILDREN, as many as possible, enter stage from 
right, come to center, standing in a careless group while 
singing: 

LITTLE WE CARE. 


Tune: THE MERRY CHILDREN, p. 41 of Merry Melo- 
dies. 


Ho! little we care that the days grow so drear, 
Christmas is coming and Thanksgiving is here. 
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Now soon will the snow, feathery snow, come down, 
Them what fun will there be in country and town. 


QO, then, will the boys and the girls all be out, 
While so gayly will sound the song and the shout. 
As away o’er the ice, away o’er the snow, 

On wings of the wind we will merrily go, - 


(As they begin the next verse, GOLDENROD and SuN- 
FLOWER come forward slowly, keeping as much as possible 
the stooping position.) 


No tears for the summer have we now to shed, 
No tears for each flower asleep in its bed. 

Yes, little we care that the days grow so drear, 
Christmas is coming and Thanksgiving is here. 


GOLDENROD: Yes, that is the way with mortals. It 
is but a few short days since the word went gayly around, 
“Goldenrod is in bloom,’”’ but now, how little they care 
for me, they have even forgotten my very existence, and 
will not notice my departure. 

SUNFLOWER: Nor mine. Yet, they have sung songs 
about my tall and stately beauty through the long summer 
and wished that my brilliance might last always. 

GoLDENROD: Alas! how soon we are forgotten. (They 
twine their arms about each other and move slowly toward 
left of stage.) But what will they do for decorations now 
that we are gone? (Looks back over shoulder, while the 
AuTUMN LEAVES 1n couples, first the red, then the brown, 
and last the yellow, enter from right of stage.) Ah! there 
.come the gaudy Autumn Leaves. 

SUNFLOWER: They take our place, for us no mortal 
grieves. (Exit, left.) 

Frrst Scnoor Girt: Some one’s passing, did you hear? 

SEconpD ScHoot Gir: I felt some one drawing near. 

First ScHoo. Boy: Girls always hear things wherever 

they go, 
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’Twas just tk wind whispering soft and low 
Among the < utumn leaves. 
THIRD SCHOOL GIRL: Come, let us watch the leaves at 
play, 
Upon this glad Thanksgiving Day. 
(They retire quickly to rear of stage.) 


Music. LEAVES march to center, break into single file, 
half going to the left, half to right, form in circle, then 
each gives right hand to next neighbor, all keeping step 
to music. Repeat this figure, changing to left hand. 
The four brown Leaves form cross in center, the yellow 
and red marching around to right, repeat to left, those in 
center mark time, the four yellow join the brown in center, 
(i. e., a yellow next to every brown), all mark time, the 
brown join outside circle, a brown next to each red, circle 
to right then to left, those in center mark time, circle 
spreads out in single file, those in center take place in 
line, all mark time, all march backward to rear of stage, 
all march forward to front of stage, bending over as they 
come, turn, marching across stage and back in single file, 
back again. When head girl gets to center she stops and 
marks time, All follow this action, thus consolidating in 
a group, mark time thus through three measures of the 
music, then last girl marches away to right, others fol- 
lowing, march around to left and exit. Other move- 
ments may be added if desired. ScnHoo, CHILDREN 
come forward. 

First ScHoor Giri: I believe even the leaves rejoice 
in this day. 

First Scnoot Boy: No! I know better than that,the 
leaves danced because the wind blew, and now the same 
wind has carried them all away. But, maybe, you will 
say it has taken them off to keep Thanksgiving Day in 
some other part of the world, where there are no leaves, 

First ScHoot Girt: You ought to know there is no 
place like that in the world. 

SECOND ScHooL Giri: No, but there are places where 
there are no beautiful autumn leaves like ours. 
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SECOND ScHoot Boy: Yes, and there are places where 
there are no dead leaves because no trees grow there, 
whose leaves fall off. 

First ScHoo, Giri: But they don’t keep Thanks- 
giving Day —at least not as we do. 

SECOND ScHOOL GIRL: They may not keep it as we 
do, but all people in all lands and in all ages have kept 
times of Thanksgiving for the benefit and blessings re- 
ceived. The custom is as old as the human race. But 
here comes the farmer. (Enter FaRMER from right, 
trundling wheelbarrow, CHILDREN gather around him with 
cries of “‘Where are you govng?’’) 

FARMER (setting down wheelbarrow): Don’t you know 
that this is Thanksgiving Day? (Cries of “‘O, yes, yes, 
we know it.) ‘Well, instead of making myself ill eating 
more dinner than I ought, I am keeping the day by taking 
a gift of everything that I have raised this year to a poor 
widow who lives in a little brown house down the road. 
See (motioning toward the wheelbarrow), there is a sack of 
flour, some potatoes, apples, butter and a chicken, all 
cleaned and dressed, besides the man is coming with a 
wagon load of wood so that the good woman will have 
something to keep her warm, as well as to cook her food. 
(Cries of “O, you good farmer.’’) 

SECOND ScHooL, GirL: I wonder why everybody 
doesn’t keep Thanksgiving that way? 

FARMER: (Sits on wheelbarrow handles.) And now, 
wait children, until I preach you a little sermon. You 
all know what ingratitude is? (Cries of ‘‘O, yes, O yes.’’) 
When human beings show ingratitude to each other every 
one despises them, but no one even stops to think of the 
ingratitude we are daily showing to the One from whom we 
receive all our blessings. (Rzses.) Now isn’t it strange 
that this is true? 

First Scnoo, Girt: But wait Mr. Farmer, we will 
sing you a song. 

FarMER: Very well, it does seem sort of appropriate 
that a song should follow a sermon. (Sits again. CHILDREN 
gather about him and sing): 
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WELCOME TO THANKSGIVING 
Tune: MAY, p. 4 of Merry Melodies. 


Thanksgiving time has come again, 
The year’s rich stores are ours. 
Thanksgiving time for all good men, 

Who toiled through weary hours. 


*Tis here, ’tis here, it comes with gifts to greet you, 
Tis here, ’tis here, with richest stores to meet you. 


Thanksgiving time, O, purest joy 
Aloud our praise we sing, 

Yes, happy songs our lips employ, 
For grateful hearts we bring. 


‘Tis here, ’tis here, Thanksgiving Day now greets you, 
’*Tis here, ’tis here, with richest stores it meets you. 


Then may we as the days depart 
This thought keep ever near, 

The loving, serving, loyal heart, 
Is grateful all the year. 


‘Tis here, ’tis here, this day your life will brighten 
’Tis here, ’tis here, your burdens too ’twill lighten. 


During the singing of the last verse the LEAVEs eter 
from left, and group themselves carelessly at rear of st ige. 


Tableau. FARMER with wheelbarrow in foregro nd, 
CHILDREN grouped behind him. Leaves behind Cui,p EN 


Drop curtain slowly. 


THANKSGIVING 
J. VANHOUTIN. 


FOR SIX GIRLS. 
First Gir: 
Let Christians meet in grateful praise, © 
And all God’s wondrous work review; 
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Like worshipers in ancient days, 
Their covenant with him renew. 


SECOND GIRL: 
In cheerful song, with one accord, 
We meet to praise and thank the Lord, 
For blessings from his mighty hand 
Freely bestowed upon our land. 


TurirD GIRL: 
God gave the sunshine and the rain, 
He gave the snow upon the plain, 
The earth to strengthen, and to give 
Its bounteous crops, that we might live. 


FourtH Gir: 
God gave the harvest in the field, 
He caused the tree its fruit to yield; 
The fig-tree and the vine did bear, 
Thus manifesting tender care 
To us His creatures here below, 
That we might all His goodness know. 


FiFrTH GIRL: 
We thank Him for the needed rain, 
We thank Him for the golden grain; 
We thank Him for the birds and flowers, 
We thank Him for the leafy bowers. 


SrxtH GIrRv: 
The rosebud and the gentle dew, 
For friend and friendship strong and true; 
We thank Him for the hope of heaven, 
And all the heavenly blessings given. 


ALL: 

We thank God for our nation’s fame, 
Its honor and its noted name; 

For rulers who suggest a day 
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With grateful hearts to meet and pray, 
To thank the Lord, the God of love, 
For all His blessings from above. 
Then, “‘O give thanks unto the Lord,” 
According to his holy word. 
Herald and Presbyter. 


CORN DRILL 
MARIE IRISH. 


FOR SIX BOYS AND SIX GIRLS. 


CostumEs: Each boy wears a yellow necktie and a sash of 
yellow cheese-cloth that goes over the left shoulder, around the 
waist and ties in a bow at left side. Each girl wears a large yellow 
bow in her hair, yellow sailor collar and cuffs and sash of yellow 
cheese-cloth that ties in a large bow. 

Each child carries a wand made of a wooden stick two and a 
half feet long, pointed at the end and stuck into an ear of field 
corn, Just below the ear tie a bow of yellow with ends about 
eighteen inches long. If the drill is given by girls alone half of 
them take the part as written for boys. 


Music: A march or two-step, well accented. 


Girls enter at left corner of front, boys at right corner 
of back and march in single files, girls passing to right 
corner of back and the boys to left corner of front. Girls 
march across back of stage and then from left corner of 
back to right corner of front, while the boys march across 
front of stage and from right corner of front to left corner 
of back. Girls march up right side of stage and across 
to center of back while the boys march down ‘the left side 
and across to center of front. Girls march down from 
center of back to center of front, pass to right corner front 
and up the right side of stage while the boys march | 
from center of front up to center of back, across to left 
corner of back and down left side of stage. 

As the files get in line along the two sides of stage they 
face center of stage and march toward each other, halting 
when about three feet apart. The boy and girl nearest 
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the back of stage now raise their wands and hold them 
high to forma , then, keeping wands together and moving 
them over the heads of the others they march down 
toward front and take places at the head of the lines, facing 
each other and with wands still raised. The next couple 
at the back then raise wands, march down and take their 
place at head of lines, each couple in turn doing the same, 
until the first couple is again at the head. Then all lower 
wands and face front of stage. 

They resume the march and at center of front of stage 
the boys pass to the right and the girls to the left, each 
girl passing in front of her partner, march to corners of 
front, up sides of stage and form in two lines across back 
of stage with the boys on back and the girls on the front 
line. The two lines march down toward front of stage 
and halt about four feet from the front, where the music 
ceases and the girls speak in concert: 


Father Time brings the year, 
The year the autumn brings, 
While autumn brings November, 
With frost and chilling winds. 
November brings Thanksgiving, 
And oh, ye joy of joys, 
Thanksgiving brings the turkey, 
With a feast for girls and boys. 


The boys face the left of stage, the girls the right, pass 
to the corners of front, up the sides of stage and again 
form two lines across the back, this time with the girls 
at the back and the boys on the front line. March as 
before down to nearly the front of stage in two lines and 
halt, when the boys speak the following, three of the boys 
speaking the verses separately and the other three say- 
ing the refrain in concert: 


First Boy: 
It may be that turkey always is good, 
But to me it seems very clear 
That it tastes much better than usual 
At a certain time of the year. 
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Boys IN CONCERT: 
That time we scarcely need to say, 
Is on the glad Thanksgiving Day. 


Seconp Boy: 
I’m always ready for pumpkin pie, 
But somehow there does seem to be 
Just one particular day of the year 
When it tastes extra jolly to me. 


Boys 1n CONCERT: 
And that, you'll all guess right away, 
Is always on Thanksgiving Day. 


THIRD Boy: 
We should ever be grateful for mercies. 
And blessings God gives us alway, 
But our hearts should be filled to o’erflowing, 
On our national Thanksgiving Day. 


Boys IN CONCERT: 
On the day that we all hold so dear, 
Thanksgiving, best day of the year. 


They all sing the following song, waving wands during 
the chorus: 

Tune: SWEET SUMMER’S GONE AWAY, Pp. 16, in Merry 
Melodies. 


Oh, the golden corn is in the bin, 
And the fruit is stowed away; 
Oh, the harvest all is garnered in, 

For the glad Thanksgiving Day. 


CHORUS: 
Be thankful, be thankful, 
And let your hearts be gay; 
Be thankful, be thankful, 
On glad Thanksgiving Day. 
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Tho’ the golden autumn days have gone, 
And the wint’ry skies are gray, 
Our hearts are full of warmth and song, 
» For the glad Thanksgiving Day. 


Chorus: 


During the opening march the wands are held in the 
left hand and rest against the left shoulder, but now they 
are held high, in the right hand. The boys face the left 
of stage as before, the girls the right, pass to corners of 
front, up sides of stage and meet at center of back, form- 
ing couples. Couples march down center of stage, touch- 
ing their wands together to form a , as they march. 

At front of stage the first couple turns to right, second 
to left, third to right, and so on, pass to corners of front, 
up sides of stage and at corners of back they form single 
files, each girl stepping in line ahead of her partner. 
Those who marched up the left side of stage form a circle 
on left half of stage and the others form a circle on the 
right half. As they march around in circles they all 
raise wands high and touch them together at the tops, 
over the center of circle. After marching three times 
around in circles they open ranks and form all together 
in one large circle, then march twice around the circle, 
wands still raised and tops touching as before. 

Then open circle at the front and form across stage 
from side to side in a semicircle, each couple holding wands 
thus as they stand during several measures of the music. 


a a 


¥% 
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Then form thus: 


on 
- “+ 

After the cross is formed they rotate three times, keep- 
ing the lines in just that position as they march, all describe 
ing a circle in the rotating, those on the outside a large 
one and each member up to the center a smaller one, thos- 
near the center taking short steps so all shall move in 
unison. During this march the wands are held with the 
corn pointing over the right shoulder. Then the one on 
the front end of each line leads toward the corner of front 
of stage the line is nearest and the two files pass up the 
sides of stage and meet at center of back, forming 
couples. First couple stops a short distance down from 
back of stage and raises wands, forminga,. Next couple 
passes under this and stops in front of first couple, raising 
their wands. Third couple passes under and stops at 
front of line, and so on till all are in line with wands 
raised, then march in couples down to the center of front, 
turn to right, pass to right corner, up right side and off 
at back of stage. 


THANKSGIVING 


E’RE thankful for the winter frost 
That made the snowflakes fall, 
For every snowball that we tossed, 
And sleds and skates and all. 


We're thankful for tne flowers we found 
In May-time, long ago; 

Spring-beauty peeping from the ground, 
And bloodroot white as snow. 
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We're thankful for the holidays 
That came with summer heat, 

And all the happy summer plays 
In grandma’s garden sweet. 


We're thankful for the autumn’s store, 
When fields are bare and gray, 


And all the year that brings once more 
Our dear Thanksgiving Day. 


A THANKSGIVING SONG 


FRANK H. SWEET. 


HENCE comes this song of harvest cheer, 


This hymn of praise unto the sky, 
So strong that all the world may hear 
It rise on high? 


’Tis grateful people thanking Him, 
Whose hand hath led their steps aright, 
A faithful guide, however dim 
And dark the night. 


What is the song of praise they sing, 
In which the people all take part; 
So full that in its strength they bring 

A nation’s heart? 


’Tis the Thanksgiving harvest prayer 
Of gratitude for ample yield, 

For tender love and watchful care 
O’er home and field. 
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THE SNOW BIRD’S THANKSGIVING 


CAROLINE VINTON HENRY. 


And balanced up and down. 
“How can I be thankful,’ I heard him scold, 
‘‘When there’s not a snowflake around? 


A SNOW bird sat on a bare old weed, 


‘To-morrow’s Thanksgiving, I ‘spose you know,” 
He grumbled on to the weed. 

“Now, what have you to be thankful for? 
Your beauty has gone to seed.”’ 


“I’m sure we have plenty of sunshine and food,” 
Said the weed in her faded gown, 

“And you know we ought to be thankful for that, 
If the earth is bare and brown.” 


But the snow bird was only half convinced 
As he gave a parting peep, 

And he still was cross when he said ‘“‘Good-night,”’ 
And cross when he went to sleep. 


But what was that in the morning light 
He saw soft fluttering down? 

He looked across to his friend, the weed, 
She wore a snow-white gown! 


Then off his perch he sprang, he danced, 
He flew with the flying flakes, 

He balanced onto the dainty weed, 
And wakened all his mates. 


Then swift they flew among the flakes; 
And together played such pranks, 

And all then opened their little throats, 
And almost screamed thanks! thanks! 


The New World. 
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THANKSGIVING TIME 


HE goldenrod and aster 
Have turned to withered seeds, 
The crickets chirp no longer 
Among the rustling weeds. 


Harvest days are over, 
Summer time is past, 

But fruit and grain from hill and plain, 
Are garnered in at last. 


Beneath the faded grasses 
The sleeping flowers hide, 
We'll gather round the fireside, 
Nor fear the cold outside. 


Harvest time is over, 
Summer’s passed away, 

But far and near with merry cheer, 
We'll keep Thanksgiving Day. 


A PLANTATION SONG 
FRANK L. STANTON. 


EY grumbles ’bout de winter, but hit never come to 


stay; 


De violet in de snow-drif’ is a-dreamin’ er de May; 
De sunshine’s over yonder, shinin’ hot fer makin’ hay, 
En der gwine ter be a harvest in de mawnin’! 


Dey ain’t no use in sighin’ we’n de thunder rollin’ nigh, 
En shakin’ er de winders in de blue bend er de sky; 
De storm’s makin’ ready fer de rainbow, by en by, 
En we'll reap de happy harvest in de mawnin’! 


Den sing acrost de medders, en sing acrost de wheat, 

En sing acrost de gyardens whar de roses lookin’ sweet; 

En listen, listen, listen, ’twell you heah de worl’s heart beat 
Fer joy er all de harvest in de mawnin’! 


Youth's Companion. 
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THE PUMPKINS 


Bos HARRISON. 


OOK yonder! Way down in the cornfield, 
The corn-shocks stand up snug and sound; 
And the big trailing vines that ran through it, 
Left pumpkins all over the ground; 
I’ve carried them home till I’m weary, 
But I'll carry them home if I die; 
For the big golden things mother peels as she sings, 
And makes what we call pumpkin pie. 


I watch them all day in the sunshine, 
I see them all night in a dream; 
Their faces smile up like a lover’s, 
Then fearfully change, and they scream: 
“Come get me! I’mripe! I will perish!” 
Then, down through the pasture I hie, 
And wearily back, o’er the old beaten track, 
For I know she’ll make more pumpkin pie. 


Chicago Record-Herald. 


THE SCHOOL-BOY’S VISION 


g, eyes the bell for ‘‘recess over,” time for stupid 
books again; 

But how can a fellow study with Thanksgiving on 
his brain? 

When I read of Turks and Turkey, little heed to them 1 
pay, 

ra my mind is full of visions of the near Thanksgiving 

ay. 


I can only hear the ‘gobble’ of a turkey, fat and nice, 

Which, my grandpa writes, is waiting to be gobbled in a 
trice, 

Just as soon as Sis and I and all the family are able 
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To be off and spend Thanksgiving around the dear old 
farmhouse table. 


That’s a study now, of Turkey that a fellow likes, I’m 
sure; 

Put it in a geography, and that I can’t endure. 

It has a different flavor somehow on the dear old farm, 

And ‘‘cramming’’ then or ‘‘stuffing’”’ never does any harm. 


Well, I suppose I ought to study while my book before me 
lies, 

But it’s hard upon a fellow now to have to shut his eyes 

Upon such charming visions. Did you speak, sir? CanI 
tell 

Where Turkey is? O yes, sir, I have learned that lesson 
well. 


Harper's Young People 


THANKSGIVING DAY 


ELIzABETH TOOF. 


HE snow fell fast, the forest trees 
Their heavy branches lowered, 
And wildly raged the bitter wind, 
And loud the ocean roared. 


Half buried in the drifted snow 
The town of Plymouth stood— 

Before, the tossing ocean lay— 
Behind, the wintry wood. 


The homes were made of rough-hewn logs, 
The rude block-house stood near, 

But from it rang the village bell 
In accents loud and clear. 


And quick the people gathered there— 
Men, matrons, maidens gay— 
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To keep with gratitude sincere 
The first Thanksgiving Day. 


And now a mighty Nation stands 
Its gratitude to pay 
For harvest, bounty, strength, and peace 
On this Thanksgiving day. 
St. Nicholas, 


THE PILGRIM BABIES’ THANKSGIVING 
ISABELLA McCPHERSON HOLT. 


UIETLY watching the clouds go by, — 
Poor little trembling, sleepy things !— 
Watching the waves and the cheerless sky! 
Watching the gulls on their wheeling wings. 


Hearing the prayers of the thankful band, 
Naught understanding, and caring less, . 

Would they not have welcomed a brighter land, 
Sacrificed freedom for happiness? 


Did they feel the glow of the Pilgrim cause, 
Tiny, shy babies, with blinking eyes? 

Did they hate the land where the cruel laws 
Freedom denied, in religious guise?. 


Honor the Pilgrims with joyful pride 
Every true heart who our country loves: 
But once in the year, at Thanksgiving-tide, 
Remember the gentle wee baby-doves! 
St. Nicholas. 


A PSALM OF THANKSGIVING 
F. L. STANTON. 
HANKSGIVING all the country round 
On Glory’s highway set,— 
Not for the joy that I have found, 
But joy that’s coming yet! 
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Not only for this present store 
In wintry storm and blight, 

But for the Hope that asks for more, 
And sees that more in sight. 


Thanksgiving’s for Love’s strength and grace 
New labors to begin; 

A little life—a little space 
Just to be happy in! 


Thanksgiving for all kindly deeds— 
The starlight of Life’s night; 

_ And for the strong, true hand that leads 

A brother to the Light. 


For Faith that points to realms above 
The sinning and forgiven; 

And sweetest still—for human love 
That makes the world a heaven! 


A BOY’S THANKSGIVING 
JULIA ZITELLA COCKE. 


HANKS, dear God, for all the fun 
I have had throughout the year; 
For the smiling sky and sun, 
For the summer’s glorious cheer. 
Thanks for every jolly game 
I have played in field and wood, 
Thanks for lovely flowers that came, 
Blooming where the snow-drifts stood. 


Thanks for all the luscious fruit, 
Apples red and purple grapes; 
Thanks for vine and tree and root, 
Melons of all sorts and shapes. 

Thanks for the noisy rain, 
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Making music down the eaves, 
Knocking at the window pane, 
Dancing with the happy leaves. 


Thanks for the winter days— 
Beautiful with ice and snow, 

Merry rides in jingling sleighs, 
Coasting, skating to and fro. 

Thanks for joyous Christmas tide, 
And the pretty stories told 

By the bright aud warm fireside, 
Safe from harm and wind and cold. 


Thanks for the stars and moon, 
For the great, wide ocean, too. 
Thanks for the bird’s sweet tune, 
Laughing brooks and sparkling dew. 
Oh, so many thanks we need 
' For Your kindness, and I say, 
Thank You very much indeed 
For the gift Thanksgiving Day. 


NOVEMBER 
Wo. FELTER. 


COLD, gray mist that bites one to the bone; 
A A grey goose honking southward quite alone; 
The last one, loth to leave the frozen North— 
When lo: from out the mist the sun peeps forth 
And all arrayed in gold the Autumn stands, 
With goldenrod and asters in her hand. 


A cold wind, wet with hints of rain or snow, 

The sluggish brook too full of leaves to flow ; 

October’s red has changed to sober brown 

In seried ranks the leaves have drifted down, 

The dead leaves rustle to the rabbit's tread, 

Where once the robin sang the ‘Bob White” pipes instead. 


ewan, 


g ge eae _— *>% ey ag ee EOS ES Fein! 5 ee OMe ee os a A ea ee ee _ = 


INTERMEDIATE GRADES HEY 3 | 


Along the streams ‘round many a curve and twist, 
A hunter, silhouetted through the mist, 

His brown duck coat as dreary as the day. 

While just ahead the bird dog trails away, 

He stops and stands with one foot raised— 

A gun barks thickly—’tis November days. 


WHEN FATHER CARVES THE DUCK 
E. V. WRIGHT. 


E ALL look on with anxious eyes, 
When father carves the duck, 
And mother almost always sighs, 
When father carves the duck. 
Then all of us prepare to rise, 
And hold our bibs before our eyes, 
And be prepared for some surprise, 
When father carves the duck. 


He braces up and grabs a fork 
Whene’er he carves a duck, 

And won’t allow a soul to talk 
Until he’s carved the duck. 

The fork is jabbed into the sides, 

Across the breast the knife he slides, 

While every careful person hides 
From flying chips of duck. 


The platter’s always sure to slip 
When father carves the duck. 

And how he makes the dishes skip! 
Potatoes fly amuck! 

The squash and cabbage leap in space, 

We get some gravy in our face, 

And father mutters Hindoo grace 
Whene’er he carves the duck. 
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| We all have learned to walk around 
The dining-room and pluck 
From off the window-sills and walls 
Our share of father’s duck. 
While father growls and blows and jaws, 
And swears the knife is full of flaws, 
And mother jeers at him because 
He cannot carve a duck. 


THANKFUL 
Jos. C. SINDELAR. 


"VE been thinking why I’m thankful, and I’m thank- 

I ful that I’ve thought, 
For it’s tickled me .to ponder over the good things 

this year has brought, 

And the longer I think the more I find to be thankful 
for— 

Hoards of good things that somehow I overlooked 
before. 


Oh, I’m thankful that the sun and moon are up so 
high, * 

And, too, that heaven’s somewhere beyond the sky, 

For were they within reach they might to heaven 
exact a pass, 

Take the sun and moon down, and light and heat the 
world with gas. 


And I’m moved to greater gladness to know the earth 
is round, 

For were it square, someone might put a fence 
around, 

And when through the gate we would pass, 

Such signs might meet our gaze as: “Keep off the 
Grass,”’ 


eh 
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I’m thankful that the waier can’t be pumped out of 
: rivers, lakes and sea, 
P That the air for rich and poor alike still is free, 
And though people may say that of some things there 
isadearth, | 
I’m thankful that there is still a place for me on earth. 


~ THANKSGIVING’S NEAR 
Wii, CARLETON. 


HAT a smell is in the house 
Of everything that’s nice! 
Pies and puddings, cookies, cakes, 
Jelly, and fruit, and spice. 
There’s no need of calendars 
To tell the time o’ the year. 
For the kitchen—bless my nose! 
Says that Thanksgiving’s near. 


Just look at the pantry shelves! 
I'll open sly the door. 
Tell me if you ever saw 
So much to eat before? 
There’s no need of almanacs 
To tell the time o’ the year. 
For the pantry—bless my eyes! 
Says that Thanksgiving’s near. 


What a joy is in the house! 
What thoughts of those to come! 
What a love will welcome all 
Back to the dear old home! 
We don’t need a calendar 
To tell the time o’ the year. 
Mother’s glad face—bless her heart! 
Says that Thanksgiving’s near. 


Everywhere Magazine. 
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NOVEMBER 
NorA HoppEr. 


EFORE my breath the red leaves whirl 
Faster and ever faster. 
The north wind is my dancing-girl, 
And well she knows her master; 
I crown her with my only flowers, 
Chrysanthemums and asters. 


In an indifferent land I stray 
Alone with none to love me. 
I wear a robe of white and gray, 
The robe October wove me; 
Through all the changing of the hours 
The wild-geese clang above me. 


I strip the last late marigold 
I dim the glowing heather. 

I bury ‘neath the fresh-turned mould 
Tansy and thyme together; 

I set amid a sky that lowers 
Red portents of mild weather. 


I bid the squirrel leave his mirth 
And seek his sleeping-chamber, 

I chain the waters of the earth — 
And man and maid remember 

How fair and gracious were the bowers 
Frost-bitten in November. 


Westminster Gazette. 


A SUFFERER 


Jos. C. SINDELAR. & 
If possible, this should be given by a small boy in costume. 
| ene time I read the proclamation 
It makes me just mad; 
To think it should be turkey for celebration, 
Is why I am so sad. 
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Why not make it goose or duck, 
I have often thought 

But I suppose it’s just my luck 
By the neck to get caught. 


Or they could have selected chicken meat, 
It’s really so good 

I’m sure it cannot be beat 
If I only could— 


But what’s the use of complaining) 
My fate I must meet; 

And whether or not I do any explaining, 
They are sure to me eat. 


So good-by dear friends, young and old, 
For me you shall no longer see. 

Thanks to custom and men so bold, 
To-morrow I shall alive no longer be. 


A THANKSGIVING DIARY 
Victor A. HERMANN. 


T SEVEN Maw says: ‘‘Get up ,Ted!’ 
A And I just jump right out of bed; 
I know ’t would never, never pay 
To cross my Maw Thanksgiving Day. 
At eight I hear Paw sayin’ grace 
And I run up and take my place; 
But you can bet I’m eatin’ light, 
Just savin’ up my appetite. 
At nine I take a basket and 
Run out across the stubble land; 
And as I dig the celery prime 
I kind of wish ’twas dinner time. 
At ten I get a glimpse of Maw 
A-fixin’ up the turkey raw; 
She’s pilin’ in the stuffin’ rich 
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And sealin’ with a needle stitch. 
Eleven! I hear the rollin’ pin 
And when Maw turns I just sneak in; 
And crouch where I can smack my tongue 
Each time the oven door is swung. 
At twelve I run a mile or so 
Until I feel my cheeks aglow; 

And I could almost eat a bear 

Fried on a spit with claws and hair. 
At one Maw heads the table and 

My Paw says grace and we all stand; 
I fail to bow—I see Maw frown— 
And then at last we all sit down. 

At two—I just passed up my plate 
The seventh time and at this rate 
T’ll clear each dish, but Maw she knows 
(I'll get it when the company goes). 
At three they’ve all gone out but me 
And I am full as I can be; 

Yet I can’t help but climb a seat 
And reach a pie and then retreat. 

At four I’m awful, awful full 

And I can feel the threads of wool 
A-stretchin’ every time I rest— 

A button just went off my vest! 

At five I fall asleep and dream 

I see a purple dragon team 

Come rumblin’ down a flaming trail 
Where golden owls and red bats sail. 
At six I feel a crampy pain 

And see those awful bats again; 
Then someone gives a solemn sigh: 
“The chances are the child will die!” 
At seven comes the med’cine and 

I feel the doctor’s steady hand; 

The blanket’s kicked up in a heap 
And then I just fall off to sleep. 


Next day! I’m up and well again. 
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It was an awful night of pain; 
But I am game and [ will say 
I wish it was Thanksgiving Day. 
Puck. 


GRACE FOR THANKSGIVING 
Epwarp W. BARNARD. 


OR all Thy care and loving kindness, Lord, 
F Accept our thanks who gather ’round this board. 
We see Thy goodness in each perfect thing: 
The sky, the sea, the bird on happy wing, 
And every blade that makes the velvet sward. 


With hearts and lips in wonderful accord 
Do we recount the blessings on us poured, 
And lift our voices hymns of praise to sing, 
For all Thy care. 


Help us to help the needy and ignored; 
Teach us mere riches no true peace afford, 
' And grant to each that he may often bring 
Some consciousness to Thee of laboring, 
To prove, O Guardian! a worthy ward, 
For all Thy care. 
Criterion. 


NOVEMBER AND TURKEY 
W. CLEMENT Moore. 
No tirouen winds are sighing 


Through the wavering autumn leaves; 
There’s a sound of winter coming, 
You can hear it in the breeze; 
And the rustling in the tree-tops, 
As the leaves from branches fall, 
Tells us of the fleeting autumn, 
With its good times one and all. 
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But we'll meet the coming snow-time, 
With its merry, white-capped crown, 
In the spirit that is due it, 
Greetings for its snow-flake gown. 
Think of sleighing, and of skating, 
Winter’s joys to be thine; 
November’s all right: well I guess so, 
It means turkey at Thanksgiving time. 
The Progressive Teacher. 


THANKSGIVIN’ 


HE cranberries since yesterday 
Have turned into a jell, 
The turkey is a roastin’, 
I can tell it by the smell. 
The beans are bakin’ nice and brown, 
And yet it seems so queer 
To have Thanksgivin’ come again 
When father isn’t here. 


When we, his children, all were small, 
So many years ago, 

With hearts brimful of happiness 
And faces all aglow, 

We'd gather ’round this ample board, 
And father would say grace— 

The day ain’t such a thankful one 2 
Without his smilin’ face. 


Yes, he was old, fourscore and more, 
And ready, too, to go. 
I know that now he’s free from pain, 
And yet it hurts me so 
To see his chair a-settin’ there— 
Well, yes, it’s very clear, 
Thanksgivin’ ain’t Thanksgivin’ 
When father isn’t here. 
Chicago Daily News. 
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TIME FOR THANKS 
Ear C. BRACKETT. 


T IS the time for thanks to give 
I For all the blessings we receive. 
The year is coming to its close, 
And fierce the storm king loudly blows, 
But thanks for all the blessings gained 
And all the cures of things that pained. 


Now let us gather free from harm 

Where eyes are bright and hearts are warm 
And gladly offer thanks for all 

The sorrows dread that did not fall 

Upon us as we took our way, 

And feast on this Thanksgiving day. 


For those poor victims o’er the sea 
Who loudly cry in misery, 

We render thanks with grateful hearts 
That we live not in foreign parts, 

But on Columbia’s peaceful shore 
Shall live in freedom evermore. 


NOVEMBER 
MARGARET N. GOopNow. 


< bs NOTES of rare Thanksgiving cheer, 
November winds her bugle clear, 
With fairy wand she sways the gales, 
And lo, each ‘‘forest king’’ bewails 

In grewsome tones his shattered crown. 
Her fabled prestige and renown 

Dates in the annals of the earth, 

From where a nation had its birth. 

With cornucopia running o’er, 

All seasons adding to its store. 
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A song of praise upon her lips, 

Into the bursting horn she dips 

With generous hand; and in “His name,” 
Casts far and wide the gifts whose fame 
The stricken “Islands of the Sea”’ 

Have sung, of late, so thankfully. 

All hail, November! ’yond compare, 
Thou are the fairest of the fair; 

Thy ripened splendor heralds wide 

The coming of that holy tide 

When Nature, penitent, bends low 
Beneath her pitying sheath of snow, 

And holy angels once again 

Sing ‘‘Peace on earth, good will toward men.”’ 


Chicago Record-Herald. 


SONG OF THANKFULNESS 
MABEL M. CRAWFORD. 
H* PEOPLE all from far and near, 


Now come and sing a song of cheer; 
The workman in the shop is glad 

For all the blessings he has had; 

The merchant, too, has done so well 

That his rejoicing none can tell; 

The farmer’s bins are full of grain 

And all his wants are filled amain; 

The world before has never been 

So truly blest as we have seen. 


Away with melancholy, then, 

And let us all cry out Amen. 

The land is rich with corn and wheat, 
The farmer’s hopes are all complete; 
Bowed down by poverty no more, 

He buys best clothing at the store 
And lives in style from which a prince 
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Would hardly turn away and wince, 
~ And all the joys that bless our land 
From East to West on every hand. 


Ho, then, a cheer of thankfulness 
For all the joys that come to bless, 
And may no sad one in dismay 

Be hungry on this thankful day, 
And may no soul bowed in despair 
Forget that days may yet be fair, 
And gladness come to every one 

For all the goodness they have done, 
With still the sun that shines above 
And feeling sure that God is love. 


Chicago Record-Herald. 


THANKSGIVING PROOFS 


ND what do you say is the very best way 
A To show we are grateful on Thanksgiving Day? 
The best thing that hearts that are thankful can do 
Is this; to make thankful other hearts, too; 
For lives that are grateful, and sunny, and glad, 
To carry their sunshine to lives that are sad: 
For children who have all they want and to spare, 
Their good things with poor little children to share; 
For this will bring blessing, and this is the way 
To show you are thankful on Thanksgiving Day. 


A THANKSGIVING SONG 
MARGARET E. SANGSTER. 


OR sowing and reaping, for cold and for heat, 
FE For sweets of the flowers, and gold of the wheat 
For ships in the harbors, for sails on the sea, 
O Father in Heaven, our songs rise to Thee. 
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For parents who care for us day by day, 

For sisters and brothers, for work and for play, 
For dear little babies, so helpless and fair, 

O Father, we send Thee our praise and our prayer. 


For teachers who guide us so patiently on, 

For frolics with mates when our lessons are done. 
For shelter and clothing, for every day’s food, 
We bless Thee, our Father, the Giver of good. 


For peace and for plenty, for freedom, for rest, 

For joy in the land from east to the west, 

For the dear, starry flag, with its red, white, and blue, 
We thank Thee from hearts that are honest and true. 


For waking and sleeping, for blessings to be, 

We children would offer our praises to Thee; 

For God is our Father, and bends from above, 
To keep the round world in the smile of His love. 


THANKSGIVING HYMN 
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 


Tune; AMERICA. 


HE God of harvest praise; 
In loud thanksgiving raise 
Heart, hand and voice, 
Forest and mountains ring, 
The valleys laugh and sing, 
The plains, their tribute bring, 
The streams rejoice. 


Then God of harvest praise; 

Hands, hearts and voices raise, 
With sweet accord; 

From field to garner throng, 

oi Bearing your sheaves along, 

And in your harvest song, + 
Bless Ye the Lord. ; 

The Common School. 
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Tune: BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC. 


N acold and stormy autumn, 


With the wild waves rolling high, 


Came a band of sturdy Pilgrims, 
Daring all to do or die. 

Pressing onward, ever onward, 

Came the sturdy little flock, 

Till they found old Plymouth cick 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 

They found old Plymouth Rock. 


In the cabin of the Mayflower, 
Gathered there the little band, 

Giving thanks unto the Father, 
For the welcome sight of land, 

Giving thanks for food and shelter 

And the liberty in sight— 

A home for Truth and Right! 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 

A home for Truth and Right. 


Through the weary year they labored 
Toiling on from morn till night, 
Till the wilderness about them, 
Blossomed forth in harvest bright. 
Then they set a day for gladness, 
For thanks and goodly cheer 
So Thanksgiving Day is here. 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
So Thanksgiving Day is here. 
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HARVEST TIME 


F. F. CaurcHILL 
Laura R. SMITH Accomp. by Mrs. Clana GRINDELL 
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Harvest Time—Concluded 
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THANKSGIVING ENTERTAINMENTS 
THE CORN SONG 
Joun G. WHITTIER. - 


Tune: AULD LANG SYNE. 


EAP high the farmer’s wintry hoard! 
H Heap high the golden corn! 
No richer gift has Autumn poured 
From out her lavish horn! 


Let other lands, exulting, glean 
The apple from the pine, 

The orange from its glossy green, 
The cluster from the vine; 


We better love the hardy gift 
Our rugged vales bestow, 

To cheer us when the storm shall drift 
Our harvest-fields with snow. 


Through vales of grass and meads of flowers, 
Our ploughs their furrows made, 

While on the hills the sun and showers 
Of changeful April played. 


We dropped the seed o’er hill and plain 
Beneath the sun of May, 

And frightened from our sprouting grain 
The robber crows away. 


All through the long bright days of June 
Its leaves grew green and fair, 

And waved in hot midsummer’s noon 
Its soft and yellow hair. 


And now, with autumn’s moonlit eyes, 
Its harvest-time has come, 

We pluck away the frosted leaves, 
And bear the treasure home. 
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(Then) let the good old crop adorn 
The hills our fathers trod, 

Still let us for his golden corn, 
Send up our thanks to God. 


QUOTATIONS 


For God’s good earth and all it holds, thanksgiving; 
For God’s good care which us enfolds, thanksgiving ; 

For health and strength and love and cheer, thanksgiving ; 
And may we know another year the joy of living. 


Now is the time to forget all your cares, 
Cast every trouble away; 

Think of your blessings, remember your joys, 
Don’t be afraid to be gay! 

None are too old and none are too young 
To frolic on Thanksgiving Day. 


Hank God for friends your life has known, 
For every dear departed day; 
The blessed past is safe alone, 
God gives but does not take away ; 
He only safely keeps above 
For us the treasures that we love. 
Phebe Cary. 


So WELCOME, thou Thanksgiving Day, 
Roll all our selfish thoughts away, 
And make us loving, kind and true. 
God's love our guide in all we do. 


My Gop! I thank Thee who hath made 
The earth so bright— 
So full of splendor and of joy, 
Beauty and light; 
So many glorious things are here 
Noble and right. 
Adelaide A. Procter. 
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THANK God for rest, where none molest, 
And none can make afraid, 

For peace that sits in plenty’s guest 
Beneath the homestead’s shade. 


O FAVORS, every year made néw! 

O gifts, with rain and sunshine sent! 
The bounty overruns our due, 

The fulness shames our discontent. 


Whittier. 


I THANK Thee that I learn 

Not toil to spurn, 

With all beneath the su 

It makes me one; ; 

For tears, whereby I gain 

Kinship with human pain, 

For Love, my comrade by the dusty ways, 
I give Thee praise. 


Emily Reed Jones. 


For flowers that bloom about our feet, 
For tender grass, so fresh and sweet. 
For song of bird and hum of bee, 

For all things fair we hear or See) ¥ 
Fathe: in heaven, we thank Thee. 


Ralph Waldo Emerson. 
WE meet to-day 


To thank Thee for the era done, 
And trust Thee for the opening one. 


Whittier. 


AFTER all the best Thanksgiving is thanks living. 


_ Gop has two dwellings,—one in heaven, and the other 
in a meek and thankful heart. 


joher' rade 


Let Us Give Thanks 


MARIANNE FARNINGHAM. y) 
oe?’ 


OR the discipline of sorrow, 
a F For the angel of distress, 
of For the unseen hands that draw us 
. Into greater blessedness ; \/ : 
a) For the lips that close in silence : 
oy For the strong hands clasped in prayer, 
. For the strength of heart that suffers. 
But sinks not in despair; : 
For the penitence and patience 
That are meek beneath the rod, 
And for hope’s glad resurrection, 
We give Thee thanks, O God. (AD 


For the hope that right shall triumph, 
For the lifting of the race, 

For the victories of justice, : 
For a coming day of grace, 

For the lessons taught by failure, 
Learnt in humbleness and pain, 

For the call to lofty duties 
That will come to us again, 

For the hope that those who trust in God 
Shall not be put to shame, 


For the faith that lives in all the world, a8 
O God! we praise Thy name. : ee 
89 * 
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THE RETURN 
CLARA J. DENTON. 


FOR FOUR BOYS AND FIVE GIRLS. 


CHARACTERS 


Mother Williams, a Puritan widow. 
Roger, her son. 

Father*Peregrine, a neighbor. 
Patience. 

Prudence. Puritan Maidens. 
Relief. 

Mercy. 

Andrew, little son of Mother Williams. 
A friendly Indian, 


CosTUMES: 


MOTHER WILLIAMS—Dark gown, the skirt cut plain and short 
wide gingham apron, full, white cap, white kerchief, hair powdered. 
RocER—Brown knickerbockers, short jacket of brown, broad 
white collar, broad-brimmed hat, brown hose, hunting boots, 
carries old-fashioned musket. FATHER PEREGRINE—Like Roger’s 
except that he carries a staff instead of a gun, and wears low 
shoes with large buckles. PuriTAN MaipENS—Like Mother Wil- 
liams, omitting the apron, cap and powdered hair, and adding 
cotton sunbonnets. ANDREW—Suit like those of the men, save 
that it is ragged, neither collar nor hat, moccasins on his feet. 
InpIAN—Dark colored blanket, and wig of long black hair which 
may hang loose or in braids with bright colored flannel twisted 
in the braids. 

ScENE—Plain Puritan interior, straight-backed chairs, bare 
floor, spinning wheel at rear, plain, deal table at center, near it 
at rear, chair and footstool. Slices of unpeeled pumpkin on table, 
the uncut half lying near. 


MOTHER WILLIAMS (discovered at left of table, peeling 
pumpkin): Dear me! everytime I peel and cut up a 
pumpkin I think of the cooking I used to do in my dear 
old English home. Alas! those days are gone, never, 
never to return (takes hold of apron and weeps). But, I 
hear Roger’s step, he must not find me in tears. (Wipes 
eyes, drops apron, grows calm.) 

ROGER (enters from right): So, mother we are to have 
some of your fine pumpkin pies, are we? Well, we will 
have a dinner that is a dinner, for I have brought home a 
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big, fat turkey. (Puts up gun and hat.) I hung nim on 
the nail beside the back door, and as soon as I am rested 
a little, I will dress him. (Comes down stage.) \ shot at 
a deer, but missed him; however, wild turkey meat is 
not to be despised. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: You have been gone a long time, 
my son. 

ROGER (sadly): Yes, mother dear, I walked and 
walked through the deep woods, searching, searching, 
you know for what. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS (drops knife and pumpkin, crosses 
over in front of table and comes to ROGER, taking him by 
the arm): My boy, why will you do this? Haven’t I 
begged you not to? O, if harm should come to you too, 
what would I do all alone in this wild land? (Drops 
head on his shoulder and weeps.) 

ROGER (puts arms about her and leads her to the chair): 
There, there, mother dear, do not fear for me. I know 
the woods, and I know the Indians’ step; they can not 
waylay me. 

MoTHER WILLIAMS: Do not be too sure of that, my 
son; they are the most wily creatures on earth (sits). 

ROGER (stis on foot-stool): Yes, mother, but you seem 
to forget that we now have a treaty with Massasoit, the 
chief, and you know how the Indians hold him in venera- 
tion. Therefore, although I am always on my guard 
when in the woods, by redson of this treaty, I am com- 
paratively safe. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS (sighing): O, if this treaty had 
been made six months earlier, how much it would have 
meant to us. 

ROGER: True, dear mother, yet let us not despair, I 
feel that little Andrew still lives, and that the Indians 
are kind to him. How could they be otherwise? They 
must be won by his beauty and gentle manners. They 
will care for him, and one of these days when he is grown 
to man’s estate, he will come back to us. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: O, but think of it, he will come 
back to us a savage (weeps). : 
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RoGER: Not so, dear mother, no amount of training 
could make him a savage. He is ten years old, and all 
his early instruction, all your wise counsel must remain 
with him. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: Perhaps you are right. 

ROGER: But, I cannot give up the idea of finding him 
before many months have passed. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: Yes, yes, that is also my dream, 
and every time you go to the woods I hope you may 
bring him home with you. And you saw no Indian 
camps to-day? 

RoGER: Not one, although I watched out sharply in 
every direction for the least motion of twig or leaf. I did, 
however, come across a smouldering camp-fire and a 
small, cleared spot, where it was plain one or two tents 
had been pitched. I went over the cleared spot care- 
fully, but there were no tracks from small feet. Oh, had 
there been one, I would have found out in which direction 
they went, even had I stayed the rest of the day. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: Did you not discover where they 
went? 

ROGER: No, they covered up their tracks carefully. 
Oh! but they are wily creatures. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: I dare say the ones who took 
little Andrew are far from here by this time, gone south, 
no doubt, to escape the winter. 

ROGER: No, mother, they would not go yet. Don’t 
you remember this glorious autumn weather is just what 
they like? And that we Pilgrims have named it ‘‘Indian 
summer’’ because it is their favorite time for hunting and 
for battle? 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: Yes, yes, I do remember some- 
thing about it, now that you speak of it. 

ROGER: O, mother (rises excitedly and paces floor); it 
seems as if I must find the child before the winter sets in. 
Sometimes I dream that he is at home again; I see his 
sweet face and hear his merry laugh, then, when I wake, 
O, mother— (knocking heard). 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: There, there, my son, calm your- 


# 
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self and go to the door. (Rises, crosses over and resumes 
work. ROGER goes off right and admits FATHER PERE- 
GRINE, business of greeting ROGER. MOTHER WILLIAMS 
advances, shakes hand of PEREGRINE and motions him to 
chatr at center of st2ge. ROGER takes hat and stick, places 
them on chair at back. MOTHER WILLIAMS resumes work.) 

FATHER PEREGRINE: Ah, Mistress Williams, busy as 
_ ever, I see. Your good pumpkin dainties never come 
amiss. But, I bring you great news. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: News? Can it be——? 

ROGER (coming down): News? What has happened? 
Not——? 

FATHER PEREGRINE: Why, how excited you seem. 
Do you expect the sky to fall, or that our good ane 
James is coming across the water to visit us? 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: 

ROGER: 

MorTHEeR WILLIAMs: But, let us hear your news, 
Father Peregrine. 

FATHER PEREGRINE: It is just this: Our good Gov- 
ernor Bradford has set apart next Thursday as a day of 
prayer and thanksgiving for the great blessings of a 
bountiful harvest and the friendly attitude of the Indians. 
(MoTHER WILLIAMS drops work and crosses to left. ROGER 
goes up.) You don’t seem very glad of the news (looks 
first at one, then the other). Ah, yes, I had forgotten; of 
course I know you have had your sorrows, but, surely, 
surely, my friends, you have much left for which to be 
thankful (laughter heard). But you have visitors com- 
ing, I ought to go. I have been carrying the news 
around, and this is the last place in my district. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS (returning to table while ROGER goes 
to right entrance): No, no, Father Peregrine, do not leave 
us. I will soon have dinner ready, and I know you must 
be hungry after your long walk. I think, by the sound, 
that is only some of the neighbor maidens; they often 
run in here in that informal way, when— (pauses and 
adds significantly) Roger is at home. (During this speech 
the four maidens, PATIENCE, PRUDENCE, RELIEF and 


No, no. 
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Mercy, have been admitted and greeted by ROGER. They 
now come down, curtsey to MOTHER WILLIAMS and FATHER 
PEREGRINE, and seat themselves in chairs placed for them 
by ROGER.) 

PATIENCE: So you too have heard the good news by 
this time, Mistress Williams. Was it not a fine thing for 
the Governor to do? O, I can hardly wait for the day to © 
come. 

MOTHER WiLLIAMs: Can hardly wait? And yet your 
name is Patience. 

PATIENCE: I do wish that name had never been given 
me, every one seems to think I ought to live up to it, 
but I just cannot. Now, if I had been called Mercy, or 
in fact anything but Patience. 

FATHER PEREGRINE: Mercy would have suited you 
no better, I think, judging from what I hear of the poor 
young men in the colony. 

PATIENCE (tossing her head): A trifling lot, most of 
them, deserving no mercy and needing much patience. 

Rocer: And getting neither the one nor the 
other. 

FATHER PEREGRINE: A bold girl indeed are you, 
Mistress Patience, to speak of the Pilgnm youths in this 
fashion before the mother of one of them. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: It matters not to the mothers, 
they have been maidens themselves; and they know how 
little heed need be given to the sharp speeches from a 
saucy maiden’s tongue. 

PATIENCE (meekly): Mistress Williams needs take no 
offense, I said not all the youths, but— 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: There, there, little Patience, no 
apology is needed. 

PRUDENCE: But, dear Mistress Williams, I came on 
an errand which I must make known. As we live so 
near the meeting house mother has invited certain of the 
neighbors to eat with us on the day the Governor has 
appointed for giving thanks, and you and your good son 
she asks to join us. 

FATHER PEREGRINE: But, it is not to be a day for 
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feasting and merry making. It is a day for prayer, and 
holy songs of gratitude. 

Mercy: But, good Father Peregrine, it is certainly not 
a day for fasting, and I am sure we will be more grateful 
after a good dinner than after a poor one. 

RELIEF: Good Father Peregrine, do not persuade 
Mistress Williams into refusing the invitation. Our 
fathers and mothers have all been invited to the home 
of Prudence, and we have all accepted the invitation. 
We will miss you sadly, dear Mistress Williams, if you 
decline. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: We would only cloud your merri- 
ment with our sad faces, 

FATHER PEREGRINE: O, come, come, Mother Williams, 
better go, and get your sad faces cheered by their merri- 
ment. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: Merriment is not for us. 

PRUDENCE: But, dear Mistress Williams, we will not 
ask you to be merry, but only that you will be thankful. 

RELIEF: And if you are truly thankful you cannot be 
wholly sad. 

RoGER: Well said, Miss Preacher. It were better for 
us to go, dear mother, to go and be thankful that we have 
each other, and that at least I have health and strength 
to walk the forests with a determined foot, and a seeing 
eye. 

PRUDENCE: Well, then, it is settled, I will tell mother 
that you will join us (MAIDENS all rise, loud knocking heard 
at right). What a noisy visitor! (Before ROGER reaches 
entrance enter INDIAN. MAIDENS scream and rush io rear 
of stage, where they huddle together 1n a group; ROGER meets 
INDIAN, folding out hand): A friend? 

INDIAN: Ugh, friend (he squats on floor near FATHER 
PEREGRINE’S chair, takes from under hts blanket a large 
piece of dry venison, which he hands to RoGER). Ugh, 
heap good meat. 

ROGER: O, yes, yes, thank you so much. 

InpDIAN: No hurt Indian, good friend? 


: 
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RocER: No, we surely will not harm you. Where 
are you from? Come ’way off? 

INDIAN (nods): Ugh, off, sun shine hot. Lost little 
boy, many moons? 

MOTHER WILLIAMS (drops work and runs to INDIAN): 
O, you know about him? I know it, I feel it. Can you 
tell me news of him? My little boy, Andrew? 

INDIAN: Yes, yes, that him, Andrew. (Calls) Andrew, 
Andrew. (Child runs in jrom right. MOTHER takes him 
m arms, ROGER comes to them.) 

(Music, played softly.) 

ANDREW: Mother, you must not harm him, he did not 
steal me, but he brought me back, carried me when I was 
tired, and kept the bears and wolves away from me. I 
love him, Mother, he has been so good to me. 

MOTHER WILLIAMS (kneels beside Andrew, arms still 
around him): O, what can we do for you to pay you for 
this? Do you want money? (INDIAN shakes head.) 
Blankets? (Repeats shake.) Beads? (The same.) To- 
bacco? (The same.) O, but we must do something for 
you. (INDIAN repeats former business.) 

ANDREW: And he made me these, see? (Shows moc- 
casins.) 

ROGER: Where is your tepee? 

INDIAN: ’Way off (motions and rises). Want nothin’, 
bring back paleface. Me got little papoose in tepee, no 
like lose him. 

FATHER PEREGRINE: O, I see, he is a father, and so he 
guesses at the anguish of a mother. 

RoceR: I know what to give him (goes wp, gets gun). 
Here, take this, keep it for your own for bringing back 
the boy. 

INDIAN (shakes head, moves off slowly, to right): | No, no 
want nothin’, got little papoose in tepee, glad bring back 
paleface. (Exzt right.) ; 

Rocer: And now, mother, we can indeed keep 
Thanksgiving with our neighbors (kneels on other side of 
ANDREW and puts arm about him). 

MOTHER WILLIAMS: That we will, and no two hearts 
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there will be more grateful than ours. (MAIDENS gather 
about them.) 
Curtain. 


THE FIRST THANKSGIVING 


FOR ANY NUMBER. 


Scene: The schoolroom with a few wooden chairs, and if pos- 
sible a bench, anything that suggests the plain Puritan interior, 
also a schoolroom table covered with a white cloth. The Puritan 
girls wear white caps and kerchiefs; the boys wear deep white 
collars and cuffs. he Indian girl wears her hair in braids, as 
many beads as possible, and any bits of gay cheese cloth that can 
be procured to make an Indian effect of bright color The Indian 
boys wear red handkerchiefs bound across their foreheads, stuck 
with a few feathers, as many strings of beads as they can muster. 
and blankets draped across their shoulders, Indian fashion. In 
order to divide honors evenly, one of the Puritan boys or girls 
may speak the prologue, and another the epilogue, 


PROLOGUE 


When Pilgrims in the days of yore 
First came to the New England shore, 
They battled well, as we all know, 
’Gainst cold and famine, fear and foe. 
There was one friendly Indian band 
Who taught them how to till the land, 
And so the Pilgrims, night and morn, 
Worked in the fields and sowed the corn; 
And then in golden autumn days 
They harvested the corn and maize, 
And then a feasting day they set, 

And asked the chieftain, Man-o-met, 
To come with all his warrior band, 
And share the first fruits of the land. 
‘So we present within our play 

The scene of our Thanksgiving Day, 
And whether it shall please or pail, 
We ask your patience for it all! 


CHARACTERS: Mistress Winslow, Priscilla, Captain Stand:sh, 
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Chieftain Manomet, Squanto, Lota (an Indian girl), Puritans and 


Indians. ! one ; ; : 
When the little play begins, Priscilla is helping Mistress Wins- 


low to lay the cloth, etc. 


PRISCILLA : 
What would the London people say, 
If they should see me here to-day ~ 
Laying a cloth so white and fine 
For Indian folk to come and dine? 
Behold the table nearly set 
To welcome the chief, Manomet! 


MISTRESS WINSLOW: 
And Squanto, who’s been kind and true, 
And helped us all the summer through 
To sow the Indian corn and maize 
We harvest now in autumn days. 
Nay, I am grateful more and more— 
Hark! They are coming to the door! 


(PRISCILLA opens it, and the INDIANS and MILES STAND- 
ISH enter.) 


MISTRESS WINSLOW (continuing) : 
(To STANDISH.) 


Welcome, good sir, the table's set, 
And welcome you, Chief Manomet! 


STANDISH : 
Mistress, good day, I greet you here 
With all the blessings of the year! 


MANOMET: 
Behold the presents that we bring 
For your feast of Thanksgiving! 


(Lota comes forward with her arms full of corn on the 
ear, and any dried grasses or fall flowers that can be pro- 
cured.) 


LoTa: 
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Under foot the autumn leaves, 
Are brown and sere and dry, 

Overhead the wigwam smoke 
Drifts against the sky; 

Winter days are drawing near, 
Birds no longer sing, 

Yet with joy you gather here 
To keep Thanksgiving. 


Take, I beg, these ears of corn, 
From the Indian maid, 

As a sign that never more 
You shall be afraid 

Of the trial famine brings 
Unto all of you, 

For behold, the old world takes 
Harvest from the new! 


(At the end of her verses, Lota gives her armful of corn 
to PRISCILLA, and SQUANTO comes forward with an Indian 
basket of apples, which should be small—to resemble wild 


apples.) 


SQUANTO: 


Summer grasses made this basket 


Which the autumn apples fill, 


Wild the grasses, wild the apples, 


I have gathered on the hill. 


Rain and wind storms could not shake them, 
Burned by sun and wet by dew, 

Sturdily they grew and flourished, 
And, my brothers, so shall you! 


(He gives the basket of apples to one of the PURITAN boys, 
and then MANOMET steps forward, holding a long-stemmed 


clay pipe.) 
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MANOMET: 


When first the pale-face came unto our land 

We looked at him and could not understand 

The language that he spoke—the clothes he wore 
Were strange to us. So were his ways. Yet more 
And more we grew to like him. And to-day we stand 
And fight with him his battles in this land, 

And day by day he shows us his good will. 

So, my white brothers, smoke the peace-pipe still! 


(He passes the pipe to MILES STANDISH, who pretends to 
smoke ut, and passes it to all the other boys, who make a like 
pretense. IPf there should be objection to this, the chief can 
merely give the pipe to MILES STANDISH fo be laid on the 
cable with the other gifts. Meantime PRISCILLA ts talking 
to LOTA.) 


PRISCILLA: 


I marvel at the things you wear, 
Such strings of beads, and braided hair! 


Lota: 

And much I wonder at the sight 

Of your small cap, and kerchief white! 
PRISCILLA : 


To you who roam by hill and stream 
How very strange my life would seem! 
I spin my wheel, and twirl the thread, 

I sweep and dust, and make the bread. 
And when the evening fire burns bright, 
I sit and read by candle light. 

Close by the hearthstone do I sit, 

And if I do not read, I knit. 

I do not know the forest ways, 

And safe at home I spend my days! 
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Lota: 


Mine is the free, free life, 

The life of the forest ways; 

Out with the sun and wind gladly I spend my days. 

Never a roof to my head, 

My only home a tent, 

Hunting, and running, and roving, that’s how my time 
is spent! 

I follow the forest trail, 

With the first morning light, 

And in the dusk return, when the Indian fires burn bright. 

On a bed of furs I sleep, 

Or under the wide, free sky— 

You have a house and hearth; but I would not change, 
not I. 


MistRESS WINSLOW (nodding) : 


So each one is content 
With what to him is sent! 


MILES STANDISH: 


Come, friends, we'll gather round the board, 
Where autumn’s bounteous hoard 

Bids us be merry as we may 

On this, our first Thanksgiving Day! 


(They go to the table, and one of the boys or girls comes 
forward and speaks the epilogue.) 


EPILoOGuE, 


So in these very early days, 

They sat them down to fruit and maize, 
And feasted most contentedly 

On just such things as here you see! 
But we who live in later times 

Than these good people of our rhymes 
Must have a turkey brown and fat, 
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Aye, and a fine mince pie at that, 

And other dishes must have tried 

Before we feel quite satisfied! 

So when the dinner table’s spread, 

And ere Thanksgiving Day has fled, 

Let us remember days of yore, 

And think of all the Pilgrims bore, 

And, thinking of them, we shall say: 
“They made our first Thanksgiving Day.” 


Journal of Education. 


FRUITS OF THE HARVEST DRILL 
MARIE IRISH, 


* FOR SIX GIRLS AND SIX BOYS. 


Stace Decoration: Let the back of the stage be bountifully 
adorned with fruits of the harvest, corn stalks, ears of corn, apples, 
nuts, pumpkins, strung field corn, strung pop corn, carrots cut 
into small cubes and strung, and various kinds of vegetables. 
The children can provide these and will enjoy helping arrange them, 
while the effect will repay the expenditure of time and labor. 

Costumes: The company is divided into six couples, each 
composed of a boy and a girl. First couple is decorated with 
dark green cheese cloth and apples. Each wears a small cap 
covered with green and has ruffles of green around the neck and 
wrists; they wear apples suspended from the shoulders, three on a 
side, each apple being on a stout cord that passes through the 
center and with a good-sized knot at bottom to prevent apple 


one in/a place with cord, as a fringe. Fourth couple wears yellow 
caps and ruffles and are decorated with field corn and corn hog 
Some small ears are worn suspended by cord tied tightly around 
top of ears, and several strings of the strung kernels are estooned 
about the body To string the field corn, shell it and let it soak 
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over night in cold water then string it on bright cord with kernels 
half an inch apart. The fifth couple wears dark red caps and 
ruffles and are decorated with beets fixed same as the carrots 
Sixth couple wears orange-colored caps and ruffles and are deco- 
rated with pumpkin peelings, some cut in small pieces and strung, 
others cut in long strips and fastened together at the top in a 
tassel effect. 

If carefully prepared, the various decorations may be made 
artistic and very pretty, and the drill be a popular one, If desired, 
it can be given by girls only, each two of a couple dressing alike. 


Music: A march. 


Couples enter, at back of stage, march down the left 
side, across front, up right side, across to center of back, 
down center of stage, and at the front the boys turn to 
lett and the girls to right, pass to corners of front, up sides 
of stage and at corners of back the files turn and march 
in diagonal lines to the center of front where the lines cross, 
girls going to left and boys to right, each girl passing in 
front of her partner. Files march to corners of front, 
up sides of stage and at corners of back they turn and 
march in diagonal lines to opposite corners of front, boys 
to left corner and girls to right, the lines crossing at the 
center of the stage, each girl passing in front of her part- 
ner. Files then march up sides of stage, face the center, 
each two of a couple opposite each other, halt and mark 
time with the feet. When all are nicely in position the 
girls join hands, raising them above heads, the boys do 
the same and the two files march toward each other. As 
they meet at center of stage they drop hands and stand 
facing each other for a few measures of music, then all 
face front of stage and each couple raises hands, joining 
them to forma ,. The couple nearest back of stage then 
passes down to the front under the upraised hands of the 
others, the couples follow in order and as they reach the 
front of stage the first couple turns to the right, second to 
the left, third to right and so ou. They pass to right 
and left corners of front, up sides of stage, across and meet 
at center of back forming fours. Those on each line of 
fours join hands and raise them above heads, marching 
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thus down to nearly the front of stage where the first 
two lines halt, their hands still raised. The third line 
of fours passes, four abreast, under the upraised hands of 
the first two lines, the second line follows those who have 
just passed under, marching under the hands of the first 
line. As they reach the front of stage the first four 
who passed under face the right and they march to right 
corner of front and up the right side of stage The sec- 
ond four to pass under face the left and march to left 
corner and up left side. As soon as the second four pass 
under, the remaining four drop hands, the two nearest 
the left follow those who march to the left side and the 
other two follow the four who passed to the right, and 
thus, in lines of six each they pass up the sides and across 
to center of back. 

At the center of back a single file is formed, the first one 
on the right going first, first one on the left going second, 
the second one on the right going third, andsoon. March 
down center of stage and at the front the boys all turn to 
the right and the girls to the left, pass to right and left 
corners of front and from there they form two circles, 
the girls on the left half of stage and the boys on the right. 
When each circle has rotated twice the girls halt and join 
hands, raising them above heads. The boys then pass 
over and march, in and out, twice around the circle of 
girls thus: 


FRONT 
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After marching around twice the boys return te their 
places and stand with their hands raised while the girls 
march, in and out, twice around their circle. After vass- 
ing around the second time each girl stops by her partner 
and when all are in place the couple who led the march 
on entering now lead to the center of back of stage and 
from there they march as follows: 


RIGHT Lert 


ing ge ee 


FRONT 


Starting again from center of back they marcl to 
form a 
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and then to form a i 
if 
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On reaching the front of stage the boys turn to one 
side, the girls to the other, pass in single files to corners 
of front, up sides and meeting at center of back march 
as shown in the following diagram and then off at back 
of stage. 
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THANKSGIVING 
PHOEBE CARY. 


MEN, grown sick with toil and care, 
Leave for awhile the crowded mart; 
O women, sinking with despair, 
Weary of limb and faint of heart, 
Forget your years to-day and come 
As children back to childhood’s home. 
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Go sit beside the hearth again, 
Whose circle once was glad and gay; 
And if, from out the precious chain, 
Some shining links have dropped away, 
Then guard with tender heart and hand 
The remnant of thy household band. 


Draw near the board with plenty spread, 
And if in the accustomed place, 
You see the father’s reverend head, 
Or mother’s patient loving face, 
Whate’er your life may have of ill, 
Thank God that these are left you still. 


And though where home has been you stand 
To-day in alien loneliness; 

Phough you may clasp no brother’s hand, 
And claim no sister’s tender kiss; 

Though with no friend nor lover nigh, 

The past is all your company. 


Thank God for friends your life has known, 
For every dear, departed day; 

The blessed past is safe alone— 
God gives, but does not take away; 

He only safely keeps above 

For us the treasures that we love. 


MINNA IRVING. 
he ALL the poor of all the earth, 


In every clime and place, 
Of every color, age, and tongue, 
Of every creed and race, 
Who suffer famine’s cruel scourge, 
America sends greeting. 
And bids them this Thanksgiving Day 
To come enjoy good eating. 
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THANKSGIVING DAY IN THE LAND OF PLENTY 
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Her table with its viands rare 
Extends from coast to coast, 

The cattle on ten thousand hills 
Supply the steak and roast. 

Her crystal rivers teem with fish, 
Her woods are full of nuts, 

And streams of amber nectar flow 
From all the cider-butts. 


Her pumpkins are the biggest ones 
That ever graced a field, 

Her wheat, and corn, and orchard trees 
Enormous in their yield. 

Her vineyards in the autumn suns 
Have never failed to thrive, 

And there’s a turkey in the coop 
For every soul alive. 


She is the hostess of the world. 
Her hospitality 
Is known on every mountain-top 
And praised on every sea. 
To feed the hungry universe 
Lo! she is fully able, 
With but the crumbs that yearly fall 
From her Thanksgiving table. 
Leshe’s Weekly. 


THANKSGIVING DAY 
ROBERT BRIDGEs. 


E GIVE Thee thanks, O Lord! 


Not for armed legions, marching in their might, 
Not for the glory of the well-earned fight 


Where brave men slay their brothers also brave; 


But for the millions of Thy sons who work— 
And do Thy task with joy,—and never shirk, 


And deem the idle man a burdened slave: 
For these, O Lord, our thanks! 
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We give Thee thanks, O Lord! 
Not for the turrets of our men-of-war— 
The monstrous guns, and deadly steel they pour 

To crush our foes and make them bow the knee; 
But for the homely sailors of Thy deep, 
The tireless fisher-folk who banish sleep 

And lure a living from the miser sea: 

For these, O Lord, our thanks! 


We give Thee thanks, O Lord! 

Not for the mighty men who pile up gold, 

Not for the phantom millions, bought and sold, 
And all the arrogance of pomp and greed; 

But for pioneers who plow the field, 

Make deserts blossom, and the mountain yield 
Its hidden treasures for man’s daily need: 

For these, O Lord, our thanks! 


We give Thee thanks, O Lord! 
Not for the palaces that wealth has grown, 
Where ease is worshipped—duty dimly known, 

And pleasure leads her dance the flowery way; 
But for the quiet homes where love is queen 
And life is more than baubles, touched and seen, 

And old folks bless us, and dear children play: 

For these, O Lord, our thanks! 
Collier’s. 


THE FARMER'S THANKSGIVING 
MINNIE IRVING. 


HE earth is brown, and skies are gray, 
And the windy woods are bare, 
And the first white flakes of the coming snow 
Are afloat in the frosty air; 
But the sparks fly up from the hickory log 
On the homestead’s broad stone hearth, 
And the windows shake, and the rafters ring, 
To the lads’ and lassies’ mirth. 
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The farmer’s face is furrowed and worn, 
And his locks are thin and white; 

But his hand is steady, his voice is clear, 
And his eye is blue and bright, 

As he turns to look at his sweet old wife, 
Who sits in her gown of gray, 

With the cobweb ’kerchief, and creamy frills 
She wore on her wedding day. 


He bows his head to the laden board, 
And the guests they are silent all. 

“Thanksgiving, Lord, for the sun and rain, 
And the fruit on the orchard wall. 

For the silver wheat, and the golden corn, 
And the crown of a peaceful life— 

The greatest blessing that Thou canst give— 
A true and loving wife!’’ 


This white-haired lover he bends to kiss 
Her hand in its frill of lace, 
And the faded rose on her wrinkled cheek, 
With a proud and courtly grace; 
And the snowflakes click on the window-pane, 
And the rafters ring above, 
And the angels sing at the gates of God, 
The words of the farmer’s love. 
N. Y. Independent. 


THE MOTHER’S LETTER 


EAR Boy: Last year, Thanksgiving-time, also the 
year before, 
You wrote you were too busy to come homeward, 
as of yore. 
You said your “‘work demanded that’’ you “stay in town 
that day,” 
But “hoped that maybe later on” you'd “ get to slip away.” 
I bore it patiently enough—you didn’t know I cried 
Each time almost as hard as when your father died. 
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But this year, as the day draws near, it seems I can’t 
forego 
The joy of having you at home—you musn’t tell me ‘‘No.” 


I’m not so strong, someway, my boy; I’m haunted with a 
dream 

Of days when he was with me—I can see the firelight gleam 

Upon his rugged, tired-out form when he came home at 
night 

And warmed himself and rested by the fireplace, brave and 
bright; 

I see our kitchen table as we ate our evening meal— 

No single towhead missing; then the homely feelings steal 

Right back into my heart—they’ll all be here but you, 
and so 

That’s why I write to tell you that you musn’t tell me 
“No:”’ 


Your mother’s not a weakling or a baby, but, my boy, 

I thought you'd like to have me tell how you could bring 
me joy; 

You used to—in the golden days when you were at my 
knee— 

Lisp, ‘‘Muvver,sister’s helpin’—ain’t you dot a job for me?” 

So, here’s your job, my grown-up child—it seems a little 
task, 

But oh, if you could know how dear to me is this I ask, 

The man that’s still ‘‘my babe’’ to me would let his busi- 
ness go 

And eat Thanksgiving dinner with his mother—is it ‘‘No?” 


Baltimore American. 


THANKSGIVING THEN AND NOW 
T. C. HARBAUGH. 


9 WAS long ago, New England’s suns had turned the 
wheat to gold, 
And the Pilgrim Fathers had gathered in No 
vember’s frosted wold, 
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And while the white-haired pastor to the silent audience 
read 

Gov. Bradford's proclamation, bent was knee and bowed 
was head; 

They were thankful for the shining sheaves that flecked 
the harvest field, 

For God had blessed their labors with a most abundant 
yield, 

And upward through the mighty oaks above the grateful 
throng 

Toward heaven went the chorus of the first Thanksgiving 
song. 


The years have borne us outward like a ship across the 
sea, 

And we have found the harbors of the New World’s 
destiny, 

And to us beneath that banner that has never feared a 
foe 

Come the echoes of the anthems of the Pilgrims long 
ago; 

Aye, from the proud, historic past that makes our country 
grand 

Flits the ever-glorious picture of that faithful little band 

Which stood beneath the sturdy trees deep in the forest 
dim, 

And rendered thanks for gifts bestowed with pray’r and 
sacred hymn, 


Our vessels ride the waters with their pennons fair un- 
furl’d, 

And our navies are saluted in the harbors of the world; 

Never dreamed the Pilgrim Fathers in the forest cold and 
gtay 

How the seed would grow they planted on that first 
Thanksgiving Day; 

They were few and we are many, like the ocean’s golden 
sand, 

And our Father holds our future in the hollow of His hand, 
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And the granaries of the Nation overflow with golden 
store, ' 

And the anthem of Thanksgiving rises high from shore 
to shore. 


Moderator-Topics. 


A THANKSGIVING WOOING 
MINNA IRVING. 


HE frost was on the cottage pane, 
The skies were gray and chill; 


But with trembling hand she smoothed 
Her kerchief’s dainty frill, 
For then she saw the youthful squire 
Dismounting in the snow, 
In velvet coat and buckled shoes, 
Thanksgiving long ago. 


While with her wrinkled sire he talked 
Of weather and of wheat, 

His ear was ever strained to catch 
The music of her feet. 

Her dimpled arms were deep in flour, 
Her rounded cheek aglow— 

Her father slept—he stole a kiss, 
Thanksgiving long ago. 


His stately mother and her guests 
Were waiting at the hall 

Before the feast in silver served; 
But he forgot them all. 

And at the farmer’s humble board, 
With curly head bent low, 

He called a courtly blessing down, 
Thanksgiving long ago. 


Clear rose the moon above the woods 
And twilight veiled the farm; 
But still he lingered at the gate, 


Te a, 
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The bride on his arm. 

“Oh, bake and brew for me alone, 
Be mine for weal or woe— 

I love you, dear,’’ he softly said, 
Thanksgiving long ago. 


In yonder carven frame she stands, 
In pearls and blue brocade; 
And still tradition fondly keeps 
The pumpkin pies she made, 
And tells again the story sweet, 
When granaries overflow— 
Of how the squire a-wooing went, 
Thanksgiving long ago. 
New England Magazine. 


THANKSGIVING 
MARGARET E. SANGSTER. 


USHED as the silence that follows praise 

H Is the mystic peace of the Autumn haze, 
That soft and mellow and touched with old, 

Wraps hill and vale in its lustrous fold; 
Here and there by the sunshine kiss’d 
To violet, amber and amethyst, 
Or blown by the breath of the breeze away 
From the meadows shorn and the woodlands ray. 


We've heard the last of the wild bird’s call, 
We've watched the loose leaves flutter and fall; 
There are empty nests on the naked bough, 
There’s a dream of snow on the mountain’s brow; 
The summer’s work is over and done, 

And the brown fields sleep in the waning sun; 
Fruit of the harvest is gathered ‘in, 

And grain is heaped both in barn and bin. 


And up from the homes that are richly blest, 
Dowered with abundance and crowned with rest; 
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And up from the hearts that in highest mood, 
The lowest bow in their gratitude, 

Anthems arise to the Giver of all, 

Whose love beholds if a sparrow fall— 

Whose matchless grace on the earth hath smiled, 
Like the parent’s look on a cradled child. 


From near and far as the household bands, 
Cluster and clasp in the best of lands, 

That aye in the wash of the silver sea 

Hears the lofty music of liberty. 

That still where its mighty rivers flow 

Sees peace and learning and progress grow— 
From near and far to the God above 

Are lifted the strains of a nation’s love. 


And even from those who must sit apart 

In the glimmering twilight of the heart, 

Whose hopes have faded, whose dear ones lie 
With pale hands crossed ‘neath the autumn sky, 
Because there is healing after strife, 

And a conquering faith in the better life— 

From the sad and the worn, as the last leaves fall, 
There ascends a psalm to the Lord of all. 


Harper's. 


A HYMN OF THANKSGIVING 
W. D. NE&sBIT. 


Out of his treasurtes.’’—Psalms, cxxxv, 7. 


HOU who art Lord of the wind and rain, 
Lord of the east and western skies 
And of the hilltop and the plain 
And of the stars that sink and rise, 
Keeper of Time’s great mysteries 
That are but blindly understood— 
Give us to know that all of these 
Labor together for our good. 


3 
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Thou who must laugh at bounding line 
Setting the little lands apart; 

Thou who has given corn and wine 
Give to us each a thankful heart. 

Show us the worth of wounds and scars, 
Show us the grace that grows of grief, 

Thou who hast flung the racing stars, 
Thou who hast loosed the falling leaf. 


Count us the treasures that we hold— 
Wonderful peace of the wintry lands, 
All of the summer’s beaten gold 
Poured in our eager, outheld hands; 
Open the book of the rounded year 
Paged with our pleasures and our pains— 
Show us the writings where appear 
Losses o’erbalanced by the gains. 


Thou who art Lord of the sea and shore, 
Lord of the gates of Day and Night— 

This have we had of Thy great store: 
Laughter and love, and life and light, 

Sorrow and sweetness, smile and song— 
Blessings that blend in all of these— 

Have them, and hold them overlong, 
Out of Thy wondrous treasuries. 


Chicago Tribune. 


THE FIRST THANKSGIVING 
ALICE WILLIAMS BROTHERTON. 


N Puritan New England a year had passed away,, 
Since first beside the Plymouth coast the English 
Mayflower lay, 

When Bradford, the good Governor, sent fowlers forth 
to snare 

The turkey and the wild fowl, to increase the scanty fare: 

“Our peta es hath prospered; there is corn enough 
ft 100d, 
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Though ‘the pease be parched in blossom, and the grain 
indifferent good.’ 

Who blessed the loaves and fishes for the feast miraculous, 

And filled with oil the widow’s cruse, He hath remembered 
us! 

“Give thanks unto the Lord of Hosts, by whom we all 
are fed, 

Who granted us our daily prayer, ‘Give us our daily bread!’ 

By us and by our children let this day be kept for aye, 

In memory of His bounty, as the land’s Thanksgiving 
Day.” 

Each brought his share of Indian meal the pious feast 
to make, 

With the fat deer from the forest and the wild-fowl from 
the brake. 

And chanted hymn and prayer were raised—though eyes 
with tears were dim— 

‘The Lord He hath remembered us, let us remember Him!” 

‘hen Bradford stood up at their head and lifted up his 
voice: 

“The corn is gathered from the field, I call you to rejoice; 

Thank God for all his mercies, from the greatest to the 
least; 

Together have we fasted, friends, together let us feast. 

The Lord who led forth Israel was with us in the waste; 

Sometime in light, sometime in cloud, before us He hath 
paced ; . 

Now give Him thanks, and pray to Him who holds us 
in His hand 

To prosper us and make of this a strong and mighty land 


rp? 


From Plymouth to the Golden Gate, to-day their children 


tread, 

The mercies of that bounteous Hand upon the land are 
shed; 

The “flocks are on a thousand hills,’ the prairies wave 
with grain, 


The cities spring like mushrooms now where once was 
desert-plain. 
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Heap high the board with plenteous cheer and gather to 
the feast, 

And toast that sturdy Pilgrim band whose courage never 
ceased. 

Give praise to that All-Gracious One by whom their steps 
were led, 

And thanks unto the harvest’s Lord who sends our “daily 
bread.”’ 


GIVE THANKS 
HATTIE WHITNEY. 


OT one late leaf of golden flame is left: 
N The autumn boughs are barren and forlorn, 
The meadow-levels and the fields bereft 
Of wind-waved color and of dun-topped corn. 
Dry, scattered seed-pods burrow out of sight, 
Biding long months before the springtime birth; 
From looms of dark are woven webs of light— 
Give thanks, give thanks, O earth! ~ 


The green and scarlet riot in the briers, 
The crimson of the vines upon the wall— 
The late gray rains have washed away their fires, 
And puffs of snow, like ashes, cover all. 
Yet, blossoming in fragrance on the sill, 
Are flowers that winter cannot bid depart. 
So cherry buds of hope may blossom still— 
Give thanks, give thanks, O heart! 


We used to love the Zephyr’s soft caress, 
That swept the blue wild asters to and fro 
And whispered in the corn-leaves—none the less 
In keen, strong winds there is a charm, and though 
We may not in the placid valleys dwell, 
While the gray Year is rushing to his goal, 
Rest tranquilly, for this is also well— 
Give thanks, give thanks, O soul! 
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A COLLECT FOR THANKSGIVING DAY 
EpwIn MARKHAM. 


THANK Thee, Father, for this sky, 
Wherein Thy little sparrows fly; 
For unseen hands that build and break 
The cloud-pavillions for my sake— 
This fleeting beauty, high and wild, 
Toward which I wander as a child. 


I thank Thee for the strengthening hills, 
That give the bright spirit to the rills; 
For blue peaks soaring up apart, 

To send down music on the heart; 

For tree-tops wavering soft and high, 
Writing their peace against the sky; 
For forest farings that have been; 

For this fall rain that shuts me in, 
Giving to my low little roof 

The sense of home, secure, aloof. 


And thanks for morning’s star and light, 
And for the folding hush of night; 

For those high dieties that spread 

The star-filled chasm overhead; 

For elfin chemistries that yield 

The green fires of the April field; 

For all the foam and surge of bloom ; 
For leaves gone glorious to their doom— 
All the wild loveliness that can 

Touch the immortal in a man. 


Father of life, I thank Thee, too, 
For old acquaintance, near and true 
For friends who came into my day 
And took the loneliness away; 

For faith that held on to the last; 
For all sweet memories of the past— 
Dear memories of my dead that send 
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Long thoughts of life, and of life’s end— 
That make me know the light conceals 
A deeper world than it reveals. 
Success 


THE PUMPKIN 
JouHN G. WHITTIER. 


H! GREENLY and fair in the lands of the sun, 

O The vines of the gourd and the rich melon run, 
And the rock and the tree and the cottage enfold, 

With broad leaves all greenness and blossoms all gold, 
Like that which o’er Ninevah’s prophet once grew, 
While he waited to know that his warnin g was true, 
And longed for the storm-cloud, and listened in vain 
For the rush of the whirlwind and red fire-rain. 


On the banks of the Xenil the dark, Spanish maiden 
Comes up with the fruit of the tangled vine laden; 

And the Creole of Cuba laughs out to behold 

Through orange-leaves shining the broad spheres of gold; 
Yet with dearer delight from his home in the North, 

On the fields of his harvest the Yankee looks forth, 
Where crook-necks are coiling and yellow fruit shines, 
And the sun of September melts down on his vines. 


Ah! on Thanksgiving Day, whenfrom East and from West, 

From North and from South come the pilgrim and guest, 

When the gray-haired New Englander sees round his 
board 

The old broken links of affection restored, 

When the care-wearied man seeks his mother once more, 

And the worn matron smiles where the girl smiled before, 

What moistens the lip and what brightens the eye? 

What calls back the past, like the rich Pumpkin pie? 


Oh !—fruit loved of boyhood !—the old days recalling, 
When wood-grapes were purpling and brown nuts were 
falling! 
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When wild, ugly faces we carved in its skin, 

Glaring out through the dark with a candle within! 

When we laughed round the corn-heap, with hearts all 
in tune, 

Our chair a broad pumpkin—our lantern the moon, 

Telling tales of the fairy who traveled like steam, 

In a pumpkin-shell coach, with two rats for her team! 


Then thanks for thy present !—none sweeter or better 
E’er smoked from an oven or circled a platter! 

Fairer hands never wrought at a pastry more fine, 
Brighter eyes never watched o’er its baking than thine! 
And the prayer, which my mouth is too full to express, 
Swells my heart that thy shadow may never be less; 

That the days of thy lot may be lengthened below, 

And the fame of thy worth like a pumpkin-vine grow, 
And thy life be as sweet, and its last sunset sky 
Golden-tinted and fair as thy own Pumpkin Pie! 


THANKSGIVING 
W. D. NEsBIT. 


ONG since the first fruits have been laid 
L In plentitude before the shrine; 
Long since the purple grapes have made 

The sacrifice of flame red wine— 
And now across the empty field 

Which gleaning hands have left all bare, 
Where harvest songs one time have pealed, 

The home path stretches, broad and fair. 


The home path—oO, the land is far 
That knows no path to lead us home! 
The sky is strange that has no star 
To guide us whereso’er we roam; 
The sea is sad that shows no wake 
Of ships that seek the harbor bar 
Whereon glad billows leap and break 
And sing of where the home hearts are. 
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The eyes are blind that may not close 
To conjure visions of the hearth 
Where from a laughing firelight throws 
Its glamour over heart born mirth; 
The ears are deaf that cannot hear 
The home song pulsing in the air 
In measures soft and sweet and clear— 
The home song of the days back there. 


For each the home path, be it street, 
Or fair, broad highway, or the sea— 
The path that lures the weary feet 
To find where all the home things be. 
What though one fares through lands away, 
Or drifts or beats across the foam? 
Forever on Thanksgiving Day. 
The heart will find the pathway home. 


Chicago Tribune. 


SCARCELY A LEAF LEFT 
Mrs. R. E. TRIck. 


STOOD in the chill of a November breeze, 
I As the last rays of sunlight tinted the trees, 
And I gazed on the elm tree—the pride of the lawn 
Its branches:all broken, its leaves almost gone, 
And I murmured alow—with a feeling of grief, 
““Scarcely a leaf left—scarcely a leaf.” 


The merciless winds, neath autumn’s blue sky, 
Have scattered the leaves from their refuge on high, 
And all uncomplaining, they fall by the way, 

\s all earth’s productions must fade and decay. 
And I think they fall with a sigh of relief, 

““Scarcely a leaf left—scarcely a leaf.” 


Our friends are like leaves, slowly drifting away, 
Not all gone at once, but a few day by day, 
And I think as we stand on eternity’s dawn, 
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We'll be anxious to go as the others have gone, 


As we sigh with pulsations of joy and grief, 


“Scarcely a leaf left—scarcely a leaf.” 


THANKSGIVING 
GAZELLE S$. SHARP. 


E PRAISE them brave old Pilgrims 
Who could give thanks ’n’ pray— 
Hungry, half-froze ‘n’ homesick, 
/ That first Thanksgivin’ Day; 
ut with all our modern fixin’s, 
.  More’n likely we uns sigh 
~~’ ’Cause our chicken ain’t a turkey, 
x ; An’ there ain’t two kinds o’ pie. 
~ "Them Pilgrims crossed the ocean, 
Sailin’ many a weary mile, 
For blessin’s you ’n’ me have had 
The hull endurin’ while. 
Encounterin’ many a hardship 
Uncomplainin’ly, they sought 
Things we don’t half appreciate, 
Because it’s what we've got. 


I know all folks ain’t that away— 
That lots be it ain’t so queer, 
For, someway, things way off somewheres 
Looks brighter’n things that’s near. 
We're sech far-sighted creeters, 
Pears we get a clearer view 
O’ things away beyent our reach, 
Than o’ what we’re closest to. 


’S if we had two kinds o’ glasses, 
An’ we used the far uns most— 

Real bright uns to see off with, 
But blue uns to look clost. 
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I reckon, though, if somethin’ 
’D show all sides to us, 

Then we’d be mighty thankful 
That our lot was’t no wus. 


‘Jest count your blessin’s,’’ people says~ 
We hain’t got time to do it; 
There’s sich an everlastin’ lot 
We never could get through it. 
I don’t mean folks ain’t grateful, 
An’ I ain’t a-findin’ fault, 
But we’ve got so many blessin’s 
We don’t sense ’em like we’d ought. 


A HARVEST PRAYER 
MABELLE EARLE. 


Co upland fields are waiting on Thy hand 
For fruitfulness and blessing yet to be; 

A brooding hush has hallowed all the land— 
The patience of earth’s hope sent up to Thee. 
O Lord of harvest, grant it unto me! 


Seed-time is ended, and the sowing done: 
The slighted furrows and the unturned sward 
Wait by the well-tilled fields through rain and sun 
Their final day of reaping and reward. 
Give me Thy grace to wait with them, O Lord. 


I cannot bring Thy summer to a stand, 
Nor plant again the field Thou gavest me; 
Evil or good, it waits upon Thy hand 
Until the last great day of harvest be— 
The garnering ended for eternity. 


I look along the upland fields of grain 

With questioning dread, and wordless urgent prayer, 
Craving Thy mercy if I sowed in vain, 

Thy mercy only if my sheaves be fair. 

Give me Thy grace the waiting-days to bear! 
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Seed-time is ended and the sowing past: 
No prayer shall bring again the April days; 
The garnering draws nearer, slow or fast, 
Across the hill where summer noontides blaze; 
O Lord of harvest, let it end in praise! 


Sunday School Times. 


NOTHING TO SUGGEST 
Roy FARRELL GREENE. 


Y UNCLE Hi’s mind has an equable poise, 
Through seasons of drought and of raining; 
“In worry,” he says, ‘‘we lose sight of our joys, 
And we spend too much time in complaining. 
If the Lord, in His wisdom, sends blessing or blight, 
I’ll take what He sees fit to proffer, 
For I’m firm in the faith that He’s runnin’ things right, 
An’ I have no suggestions to offer. 


‘To the Lord, when in travail, no dolorous plea 
I make, for my creed’s not so narrow 

As to think for a moment He'll lose sight of me, 
When he notes e’en the fall of the sparrow. 

He is there on His throne, an’ so just is His rule, 
Alike to the saint and the scoffer, 

I sit here at home jes’ a-takin’ things cool, 

An’ I have no suggestions to offer. 


“It’s a mighty good world that we live in to-day, 
For the good’s all the time growin’ better, 
An’,” my Uncle Hi adds, in his comical way, 
“Tt satisfied me to the letter! 
So I jes’ keep t’ work in the shadow an’ shine, 
Bit by bit addin’ gold t’ my coffer, 
For the world’s bein’ steered by a Hand that’s divine, 
An’ I have no suggestions to offer.’’ 
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THANKSGIVING ODE 
Joun G. WHITTIER. 


NCE more the liberal year laughs out 
O O’er richer stores than gems of gold; 
Once more with harvest-song and shout 
Is nature’s bloodless triumph told. 


Our common mother rests and sings, 

Like Ruth, among her garnered sheaves; 
Her lap is full of goodly things, 

Her brow is bright with autumn leaves. 


O favors every year made new! 

O gifts with rain and sunshine sent; 
The bounty overruns our due; 

The fulness shames our discontent. 


God gives us with our rugged soil 
The power to make it Eden-fair, 

And richer fruits to crown our toil 
Than summer-wedded islands bear. 


Who murmurs at his lot to-day? 

Who scorns his native fruit and bloom? 
Or sighs for dainties far away, 

Beside the bounteous board of home? 


Thank heaven, instead, that Freedom’s arm 
Can change a rocky soil to gold; 

That brave and generous lives can warm 
A clime with Northern ices cold. 


And let these altars, wreathed with flowers 
And piled with fruits, awake again 
Thanksgivings for the golden hours, 
The early and the later rain! 
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FREEDOM’S THANKSGIVING DAY 
T. C. HarRBAUGH. 


Te: Columbia’s thankful anthem ring today from sea 
to sea, 
For ’neath the sky in beauty waves the banner of 
the free; 
Baptized in blood at Lexington, the nation calls it blest, 
It droops not to a foreign foe, it owns no king’s behest, 
Its stars reflect new glory underneath the autumn sky, 
Its wedded stripes of white and red wide to the breezes 


y; 
No more the crimson river rolls between the Blue and 
Gray, 
And all the people celebrate the land’s Thanksgiving Day. 


The harvest song still lingers where the golden waters run 
Through far Dakota’s acres to the seas of endless sun; 

The cities teem with labor for the workman’s eager hand, 
Our granaries groan with richest store, no hunger in the 


and ; 
Fhe cotter’s little family on the rugged mountain side 
Takes up the song of plenty till it echoes far and wide, 
And we send across the billows, as they ceaseless rise and 
fall, 
This message to the nations: ‘We have food enough for 
it; 


Gcd smiles upon the nation that has set a people free, 

We worship but at freedom’s shrine from surging sea to 
sea, 

The boy who drives the cattle home across the mesa bare 

Looks up with pride nor feels ashamed beside the rich 
man’s heir; 

Our navies ride the oceans with our starry flag unfurl’d, 

Our traders bear their cargoes to the harbors of the world; 

Aye, back to us from lands as fair and distant as Cathay, 

Come argosies that helped to crown this glad Thanks- 
giving Day. 


128 THANKSGIVING ENTERTAINMENTS 


Old Glory proudly waves today o’er battle-fields afar, 

The foreign foe hath humbled been beneath the clouds of 
war; 

Aye, every star that dots our flag upon the land and main 

Recounts the story of the men who crushed the might of 
Spain; 

No longer ride her boasted fleets, no longer flash their 


guns, 
The seal of silence hath been placed on them by Freedom’s 
sons; 
With victory on our banners fair we grateful kneel and 


pray, 
And thank the watchful Father for this proud Thanks- 
giving Day. 


There’s plenty in the southland where in white the cotton 
blows, 

There’s plenty in the northland ’neath Katahdin’s crest of 
snows, 

The east has heard the reaper’s song o’er countless fields 
of grain, 

The golden corn has gathered been in many a western 
plain; 

The winter has no terrors for the land we dearly love, 

The skies that promise happy times are blue and bright 
above; 

Our nation in its splendor can take up the glad refrain: 

“O Father, Thou hast blessed us. Let Thanksgiving 
come again!” 


We've seen the years fall from His hand like leaflets in the 
wold, 

The crown He’s set upon our land is harvest’s crown of 
gold; 

The anthems of Thanksgiving, rising high ’twixt sea and sea, 

Stir every heart that beats beneath the banner of the free; 

In the turmoil of the battle we were born to bless the 
world, 

Our fathers on historic fields our matchless flag unfurl’d; 
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With five and forty stars to light to greater deeds the way, 
We as a nation celebrate this glad Thanksgiving Day. 


D bells that tell the story of our country’s rise to fame, 

Ring out the peans of glory ’neath the flag we love to 
name; 

With plenty all around we can lift the joyful strain, 

And the harvest song is echoed in the nation’s heart again ; 

Let the benediction sweeping o’er the land from shore to 
shore 

Shake the mountains with the chorus: ‘Praise the Lord 
for evermore! 

Praise our Father for His goodness, reaching far from sea 
to sea, 

He has blessed us as a nation, He has made and kept us 
free!’ 


LORA STANDISH’S SAMPLER 
HATTIE VosE HALL. 


If room can be arranged to fit description it will add much to 
the effect. 


ERE in old Plymouth’s Pilgrim Hall 
H Traces are many of days of yore. 
Famous portraits on every wall, 
Treasured relics on case and floor. 


Eliot’s Bibse—by Indians read, 
Governor Carver’s stately chair, 

Peregrine White's little baby head 
Rested within the quaint cradle there. 


All unused, in its scabbard lies 

Captain Standish’s Damascus blade; 
Near, with its dainty embroideries, 

This little sampler his daughter made: 


“Lora Standish is my name, 
Lord guide my heart that I may do Thy will, 
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Also fill my hands with such convenient skill 
As will conduce to virtue void of shame, 
And I will give the glory to Thy name.” 


Such is the sampler’s simple rhyme, 
Lying there in its case of glass, 

Faded and worn in the lapse of time, 
Worked by the little Pilgrim lass. 


Dear little maid of a time long past! 

Little you dreamed, as each stitch you set, 
Centuries after you placed the last, 

This little sampler would be here yet! 


I can see you now, by my fancy’s sight, 
Sweet little maiden with bended head, 

Back and forth through the linen white 
Skillfully drawing the silken thread; 


Child of the Pilgrims in gown demure 
Spun by your mother’s fingers deft, 

Sober in color, we may be sure, 
Surely of ornament all bereft; 


There on the settle, by fireside bright, 
Hickory backlog blazing red, 

Sending its flickering, glancing light 
Over the curls of your childish head; 


Writing your name with a bit of floss, 
Humming a song as your fingers flew 
In and out and down and across, 
Over the linen fresh and new. 


And I turn from all of the relics staid— 
Books, and portraits of famous men, 
Even from Standish’s well-tried blade 
To the work of your childhood once again. 
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Best of these treasures it seems to me, 
For you alone of that famous band 
Left for the centuries yet to be 
The dainty touch of a girlish hand! 


Youth’s Companion. 


A NEW “AMERICA” 


TAR of the West! O star, 
Fair gleams thy light afar, 
Thou land I love. 
Here plenty clothes the hills, 
And peace the valley fills 
For God His grace distills 
From Heaven above. 


*® 


Gem of the sea! O gem, 
Rarer no diadem 
Could ever boast. 
Thy beauty lies in youth; 
Thy worth in men of truth, 
Who know no rue nor ruth— 
A mighty host. 


Flower of the world! Oh, flower, 
Thy fragrance is the dower 

Of distant climes. 
Thy name shall belt the earth, 
Around its largest girth, 
Hastening its nobler birth, 

And happier times. 


My country, at thy shrine, 

I lay this heart of mine, 
With every breath. 

To love thee is my creed; 

To serve thee is my heed; 

To praise thee is my meed 
In life and death. 
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THANKSGIVING HYMN 
Dr. Wo. BisHop. Tune: LENOX, 
em HANKSGIVING Day! What thought, | 
What memories dark and dear, 


Can trace what God hath wrought ‘ 
Throughout the vanished year! a 
Praise God! ’tis marvelous in our eyes; ; 


And up our hallelujahs rise! 
Nature hath witness borne ; 
That, mindful of our good, ae 
God speaks—and, lo! the horn ¥ 
Of plenty pours its flood. 4 
Praise God! ’tis marvelous in our eyes; 
And up our hallelujahs rise! 
From church and school and home 
Our strength and greatness grow, 
And grander things to come 
As streams to ocean flow. 
Praise God! ’tis marvelous in our eyes; 
And up our hallelujahs rise! 
Our nation, like a star, 
Unresting, never sleeps, 
Sublime in peace and war, 
Her radiant orbit sweeps. 
Praise God! ’tis marvelous in our eyes; 
And up our hallelujahs rise! 
God bless our soldier boys, it 
So faithful and so brave; a 
Tears mingle with our joys 
O’er glory and the grave. 
Praise God! ’tis marvelous in our eyes; 
And up our hallelujahs rise! 
Glad day! when battles cease, 
nd none in war engage, 
And Christ, the Prince of Peace, 
Brings in ‘The Golden Age.” 
Praise God! ’tis marvelous in our eyes; 
And up our hallelujahs rise! 
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THE ORIGIN OF THANKSGIVING DAY 


HANKSGIVING DAY is a custom distinctly 
American. No other nation.in the world cele- 
brates such a day. 

The first Thanksgiving Day celebrated in America was 
held in Plymouth Colony, in November, 1621, by the 
Pilgrims, a little less than a year after their landing. 

It was not at that time intended to be an annual feast, 
nor was it supposed to be an occasion for general social 
metry-making. 

It was rather a day appointed for entirely religious pur- 
poses, in order to give the settlers at Plymouth an oppor- 
tunity to express their heartfelt gratitude for the perils 
they had passed and for the bounties they were then en- 

oying. 

They had escaped from the persecutions of the English 
Church and had been permitted to settle down and make 
a new home for themselves far from the foes who had 
made their lives such a burden. 

They were now, for the first time, allowed to worship 
God in their own way and according to their own con- 
sciences. 

They had had their first year in what was to them a 
wilderness. 

It had been a long year and a hard one; they were 
surrounded by savages, with whom they were, fortunately, 
at peace; their fields had yielded them enough grain to 
support them in comfort during the coming winter, and 
their houses were built warmly and strong. 

Therefore, with the reli gious fervor which had prompted 
them to such sacrifices, they considered it fitting that they 
should return to God some thanks for what they consid- 
ered His many blessings. 

Accordingly, Governor Bradford, in the autumn of 
1621, set aside a day to mark the beginning of a season 
of prayer and gratitude. 

“They began now,’’ wrote Governor Bradford, ‘‘to 
gather in the small harvest they had and to fitte up their 
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houses and dwellings against winter, being aH well 
recovered in health and strength, and had all things in 
good plenty; for as some were thus employed in affairs 
abroad, others were exercised in fishing about cod and 
bass and other fish, of which they took good store, of 
which every family had their portion. All the somer 
there was no waste. 

“And now began to come in store of foule, as winter ap- 
proached, of which this place did abound when they first 
came (but afterward decreased by degrees) and beside 
water foule there was great store of wild turkies, of which 
they took many, beside venison, etc. 

“Beside, they had about a peck of meal a week to a 
person, or now since harvest, Indian corn to that propor- 
tion.”’ 

And this those sturdy settlers considered such an abund- 
ance of blessings that they felt in duty bound to show 
their gratitude! 

Edward Winslow has left a description of that first 
Thanksgiving Day celebration. 

“Our harvest being got tenin, ’’he wrote,‘‘ our Govern- 
or sent four men a-fouling, so that we might after a special 
manner, rejoice together after we had gathered the fruit 
of our labors. 

‘They four, in one day, killed as much fowl-as, with a 
little help beside, served the company almost a week. 

“At that time, among other recreations, we exercised 
our arms, many of the Indians coming among us, and 
among the rest their greatest king, Massasoit, with some 
ninety men, whom for three days we entertained and 
feasted; and they went out and killed five deer, which 
they brought to the plantation and bestowed on our 
Governor, and upon the captain (Myles Standish) and 
others. 

“And although it be not always so plentiful as it was 
at this time with us, yet by the goodness of God we are 
so far from want that we often wish you partakers of our 
plenty.”’ 

In that first celebration the ceremonies extended over 


138 THANKSGIVING ENTERTAINMENTS 


several days. In fact, it was much like the harvest fes- 
tivals that are still held in the country districts in many 
lands. 

Two years later, after a severe drought, rain came after 
a season of prayers, and another day of thanksgiving was 
held. 

Then again, three years later, when help arrived in the 
nick of time from England, a day was appointed to mark 
their gratitude, and after that the custom seems to have 
been recognized annually. 

Gradually it spread to the colonies in New Vork and 
Pennsylvania and all through New England, and when 
George Washington made his first Thanksgiving day 
proclamation, it was taken up all over the country and 
became almost a national affair. 

There was at that time no regular date for the celebra- 
tion. It occurred some time in the autumn, like the or- 
dinary harvest festivals. 

Since President Lincoln’s proclamation of 1863*, naming 
the last Thursday of November, that day has regularly 
been observed. 

George Washington chose the last Thursday in Novem- 
ber. 


Journal of Education. 


*To Mrs. Sarah J. Hale is probably due the present custom of 
a National Thanksgiving on the last Thursday of each November. 
As early as 1859 she wrote to the governors of the different 
states recommending such a celebration every year, and after the 
battle of Gettysburg, she suggested to President Lincoln that he 
issue a proclamation designating a national day of thanks- 
giving. 


OTHER THANKSGIVING DAYS 


HANKSGIVING DAY is one of the oldest festivals 
of which we have any knowledge, and its origin 
is lost in the days of myth and fable. But we 

know that each autumn the Romans held Thanksgiving 
feasts in honor of the goddess Ceres, while the Greeks at 
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about the same time honored Demeter in the same 
fashion. The Israelites, too, set apart days for thanks- 
giving. The oldest recorded one is the ‘‘Feast of Taber- 
nacles.”’ In later times these days have been appointed 
for deliverance from evil, famine, drought, perhaps an 
enemy, or for some special blessing received. 

The Dutch had a Thanksgiving Day in Leyden, October 
3, 1575, the first anniversary after its siege by the Span- 
iards. September 3, 1588, was a day of thanksgiving in 
England, for the defeat of the Spanish Armada. Another 
English Thanksgiving Day was February 27, 1872, to 
give thanks for the restoration to health of the Prince of 
Wales. June 27, 1887, was Thanksgiving Day in England, 
for the Queen’s Jubilee. 


QUOTATIONS 


JoINn voices, all ye living souls, ye birds, 
That singing up to heaven's gate ascend, 
Bear on your wings and in your notes 
His praise. 
Multon, 


WE Bow our heads before Thee, and we laud 
And magnify Thy name, Almighty God! 
W ordsworth. 


Let never day nor night unhallowed pass, 
But still remember what the Lord has done. 
Shakespeare. 


GRATITUDE is the fairest blossom that springs from 
the soul; and the heart of man knoweth none more fra- 
grant. 

Hosea Ballou. 


Wuat a rich world this is to the thoughtful, thankful 
man! What a harvest of beautiful scenes and sweet 
sounds are his to garner! 
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STAND up on this Thanksgiving Day; stand upon your 
feet. Believe in man. Soberly and with clear eyes, 
believe in your own time and place. There is not, and 
never has been, a better time, nor a better place to live in. 


EVER when the summer’s sun burns faint and dim, 
And rare and few the pleasant day are given, 
When the sweet praise of our Thanksgiving hymn 
Makes beautiful music in the ear of heaven, 
I think of other harvests where the sound 
Of singing comes not as the sheaves are bound. 
Phoebe Cary. 


Ay, Goop man, close the great barn door, 
The mellow harvest time is o’er; 

The earth has given her treasure meet 

Of golden corn and bearded wheat. 

Ring out the words, ‘‘Who of his hoard 
Doth help God’s poor, doth lend the Lord.” 
Go get your cargoes under way, 

The bells ring out Thanksgiving Day. 


O cop, my God, give me a heart to thank T hee; lift up 
my heart above myself, to Thee and Thine eternal throne; 
let it not linger here among the toils and turmoils of this 
lower world; let it not be oppressed by any earth-born 
clouds of care or anxiety or fear or suspicion; but bind 
it wholly to Thee and to Thy love; give me eyes to see 
Thy love in all things, and Thy grace in all around me; 
make me to thank Thee for Thy love and Thy grace to all 
and in all; give me wings of love, that I may soar up to 
Thee, and cling to Thee, and adore Thee, and praise Thee 
more and more, until I be fitted to enter into the joys of 
Thine everlasting love, everlasting to love Thee and Thy 
grace, whereby Thou didst make me such as Thou could- 
est love, such as could love Thee, O God, my God— Amen. 


E. B. Pusey. 
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TABLEAUX 
FOR ALL GRADES. 
Jos. C. SENDELAR. 


ANY good tableaux can be arranged from 
M copies of famous pictures. These are easily 

accessible and may be had at trifling cost. 
Among the Perry Pictures are many Thanksgiving sub- 
jects from which costumes may be copied. One of 
the older pupils should announce each title just before 
the curtain is drawn. Colored lights are indispensable 
to the finest effect in tableaux. They may be had in 
red, green, blue, gold and white, and can be obtained 
from the publishers of this book. 


PiLcGRims GOING To CHURCH: For eight or more pupils, 
according to size of the stage. Two of the men should lead, 
one carrying gun in right hand and the other over left 
shoulder. Following these comes the preacher, with book 
in hand, and his wife, then men, women and children. 
Each man (with exception of the preacher), carries a gun, 
in no special position, yet mostly over the right shoulder. 
Two men also follow in the rear, thus affording protection 
te the women and children. The arrangement of the 
stage should be snow-covered woods. 


PILGRIM Maips: Any number of little girls, dressed, 
if possible, to represent Pilgrim girls—gray gowns, caps, 
kerchiefs, aprons, etc. 


WASHING Day AT PLYMOUTH: Quaintly attired girls, 
and boys in Pilgrim costumes can give this picture. 
Some of the girls should be washing, some hanging the 
clothes up to dry, while others are just coming from the 
imaginary shore. Some of the boys are carrying wood 
for the fires, some are poking the fires under the kettles 
where water is boiling, while one or two carry guns, to 
protect the little band from harm. The tubs should be 
made of unpainted wood, have wooden hoops around and 
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look as old as possible. They may be placed on boxes or 
stools. A large boulder and smaller rocks should be in 
evidence, and the stage covered with sand. 


PRISCILLA SPINNING: A Puritan maiden sitting near 
a cozy old-fashioned fireplace, spinning with a wheel which 


she runs with her foot. She has a Bible in her lap, and 


her lover sits close by. 


JoHN ALDEN AND PRISCILLA: To be arranged from 
the well-known picture. 


A THANKSGIVING Harvest: For three or four boys 
and as many girls. The boys are dressed in overalls and 
broad-brimmed hats, resting against rake and scythe, 
while the girls each hold a pumpkin. In the center of 
the stage is a shock of corn and around this are heaped 
potatoes, squashes, beets, apples, etc. To one side is 
a stack of hay, while red and yellow ears of corn hung by 
husks tied together, and strings of cranberries, festoons of 
onions and popcorn complete the decorations. An Ameri- 
can flag may be placed at the opposite side from the hay. 
Straw or hay should cover the entire floor of the stage. 
Behind the stage stand children singing the following 
words (by Jennie Todd), to the tune, ‘‘Suwanee River:” 


Once more we hail the glad Thanksgiving 
With songs of cheer; 

Once more we render thanks to Heaven 
For blessings of the year. 


CHORUS: 
Countless as the sands of ocean 
Or the stars above 
Are all the blessings to us given 
By Heaven’s boundless love. 


Each promise spoken by the springtime, 
In bud and flower 
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Returns to us in golden harvest, 
Now is fulfillment’s hour. 


Chorus. 


Pi.cRim Bapies: Any number of small children, 
dressed as Pilgrim babies, sitting in semi-circle on floor 
of stage. The room should be simply but tastily arranged. 
Have one of the older pupils read ‘“The Pilgrim Babies’ 
Thanksgiving” (p. 68). 


THE Pitcrims’ ScHooL: A kitchen in one of the homes, 
with an old-fashioned fireplace and kettle hanging under- 
neath. The mistress of the house washing dishes and 
pupils all studying out loud, some of the pupils may have 
a thin piece of board, with the alphabet painted on it, 
hanging down from their neck by a string. 


THE MOTHER’S LETTER: A girl, dressed as an old lady, 
sitting at table writing. Behind the stage another pupil 
reads the poem by the same name (p. 110). 


THe Empty Cuatr: A cozily furnished room, with the 
old and gray mother and her grown-up children. Next 
to the mother and in full view of the audience is an empty 
chair, Behind the stage, a pupil reads the poem, ‘“Thanks- 
givin’ ”’ (p. 78). 


THANKSGIVING: A white-robed child in attitude of 
thoughtfulness and gratitude, with clasped hands, stands 
in the center of a prettily arranged collection of fruit and 
vegetables; the prettier and more artistic the arrange- 
ment, the better the effect. There should be only a few 
vegetables, and strings of evergreen should break harsh 
outlines. A beautiful basket of fruit (a work basket 
with upper and lower edges decorated well), should stand 
near; boughs, strings of popcorn and cranberries, a dish 
of nuts and raisins; a mound of moss with bright flowers 
pressed into it and circled by the lace-like wild carrot, 
will add to the decorative effect. 


Normal Instructor. 
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Tue Last GOBBLER: Boy dressed to represent turkey 
gobbler. As he stands there he recites: 


I’m the last turkey gobbler, 
Left standing alone! 

All my fatter companions 
Are eaten and gone. 

Not one of my family— 
No brother is nigh; 

I don’t care for Thanksgiving, 
So sadly I sigh. 


They left me a lone one 
On Thanksgiving Day; 
Since my brothers are eaten 
Then how can I play? 
No more will they gobble; 
What now can I do 
But wait for next season 
And fatten up too? 


Laura R. Smith. 


OTHER TABLEAUX may be arranged from the following 
pictures: Departure of the Mayflower, Return of the 
Mayflower, Miles Standish and His Soldiers, Pilgrim Ex- 
iles, The Two Farewells, Embarkation of the Pilgrims. 
The costumes are easily arranged. The girls may wear 
their usual dresses, covered with long white aprons and 
kerchiefs, and white or light blue caps made of cambric. 
The boys dress in short pants, high boots, or boots reach- 
ing nearly to the knees, short sacque-like coats, with a 
belt, a broad linen or paper collar, a broad-brimmed 
high-pointed hat. A few of them may also wear short 
cloaks, the right side thrown over the shoulder. 


All the Holidays. Celebrations for all grades- - 

Baxter’s Choice ie ict ane ne Paetrn ud old 
and young - - 

The New Christmas Book. pictationk drills, dialogues, 
songs and quotations. Very good - " 


Christmas Gems. Readings and recitations - - - 
Christmas in Other Lands. Entertainments for pri- 
mary and intermediate grades - - - - - 

’ Friday Afternoon Entertainments. New- - - - 


Thirty New Christmas Dialogues and Plays. Original, 
humorous, and musical. For all grades - - - 


Castle’s Entertainments. Recitations, dialogues, exer- 
cises, tableaux, etc. 4 numbers for all ae — 
200 pages. Price each number - - 


Modern Drill and Exercise Book. - - - - - - 
Thompson Drills andMarches- - - - - - - 
Dickerman’s Drills. Many new and original drills - 
Evangeline Entertainment. Dramatization of Long- 
fellow S orm CehMe oR ie cir Ree se 
Dolly Travers’ Inheritance. A four-act drama - - 
Washington Day Entertainments. For all grades - - 
Heavenly Twins. Farce for 13 or more characters’ - 
Mirth Provoking sobs ahaa Farce for 14 or more 
characters - - me eG aman = a 
New Motion Songs. For all eg GC Mig 1 hata, 
Normal Dialogue Songs. Dialogues, characters, etc. - 
Old Time Humorous Dialogues. For young and old - 
Practical Programs. Recitations, dialognany lames and 
SAUNGRTRB es ne eS - Baier), 
Practical Dialogues, Drills and oo kts: ts apes 
and all occasions - - 
The Dear Boy Graduates. A bel aet farce - - - 
Special Days in Primary Grades. ba essai «ai saa 
eoln, closing days, ete. - ~- 


Thanksgiving Entertainments. For all grades. Recita- 
tions, dialogues, songs, and drills. Very good - 


Lincoln Day Entertainments. For all grades. New - 


De 
A. Flanagan Company— Chicago 


ENTERTAINMENTS 


- $0.35 
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Favorite Song Pantomimes 


By MARIE IRISH ; 
With Frontispiece Illustration 112 pages Paper 
PRICE, 35 Cents 


COLLECTION of 

twenty-six of our 
old and favorite songs 
pantomimed and ar- 
ranged to be produced 
by one or more persons. 
The words to the songs 
are included, full and 
complete instructions 
for successful panto- 
miming being given 
after each line or lines of 
the songs requiring a 
pose or expression. A good pantomime 
is always a drawing card, and we believe, 
therefore, that this large and excellent 
collection will be welcomed by a great 
many teachers. 


CONTENTS 

Abide with Me Lead, Kindly Light 
America Marching Through Geor- 
Annie Laurie gia, 
Auld Lang Syne Massa’s in the Cold 
Battle Hymn of the Re- Ground 

public My Old Kentucky Home 
The Blue and the Gra Nancy Lee 
Columbia, the Gem of the Nearer, My God, to Thee 

Ocean Old Black Joe 
Comin’ Thro’ the Rye Old Folks at Home 
Dixie Land The Old Oaken Bucket 
Flow Gently, Sweet Afton Rock of Ages 
Home, Sweet Home The Star-Spangled Banner 


esus, Lover of My Soul Tramp! Tramp! Tramp! 
he Last Rose of Summer Yankee Doodle 


A. FLANAGAN CO. Chicago 


Edited by JOS. C. SINDELAR 
j a. Original Matter by a Corps of Special Writers 
: Mastrated. 160 Pages. Paper. Price, 35 cents 


AHE onl complete book of entertainments for 
the celebration of Lincoln’s birthday pub- 
‘lished. The readings and recitations are both 
i eitbe and selected, some having been used by 
~ special permission of ‘author or publisher and which 
are found in noother one collection, The playsand 
dialogues, drills, pantomimes, and tableaux are all 
new, There are three new songs with music, and 
six of new words to old and familiar tunes. The 

stories and arranged facts will also be found of great 
_jnterest and some help in preparing complete pro- 
eran. For all grades. 


CONTENTS 
Readings and Recitations With Fifeand Drum 
_ $3 original and selected The Wooden Fire-Shovel 
- $l tsibutes, 28 quotations Suggestive Program 
Gapuin Line and Exercises Drills 
incoln Civil War Daughters 
lag Exercise | The Blue and the Gray on the 
he Prophecy Ra re 
The Savior of Our Flag and Old G 
_ Country The eeareipavated Banner 


APFLANSGAN COMPANY CHICAGO 


Pantomimes and Tableaux 
7 pantomimes 
6 tableaux 


Songs, Stories, Facts 
3 new songs with music, 6 of new 
words to old tunes 
8 stories and arranged facts (in- 
cluding Events in the Life of 
Lincoln) 


‘Washington Day Entertainments 


Mlustrated. 176 Pca 


For all grades. 


Readings and Recitations 
55 origina and selected 
100 tributes and quotations 


Dialogues and Exercises 
George Washington (3 boys) 
pes ink Washington (6 chil- 


dren) 
The Making of “Old Glory” 
A Pair of Scissors 
A Primary History Lesson 
Spirits of Days Gone By 


[ iiteoninans and Tableaux The Three Georges 
3 pantomimes Gncluding the A True Patriot 

mock ceremony of W: ashing- The Vision 

ton’s Inauguration) Washington Day in the Primary 
16 tableaux Room 


cs A. FLANAGAN COMPANY 


26 , 
be 
ene 


ments. The material is careful 
and the book is complete in every detail. 


* 3newsongs with music, 7 


Edited by the Authcr of Thanksgiving Entertainments, Christ: 
mas aise ce a Lincoln 
New Christmas Book 


Paper. 
AY companion volume to Lincoln vite Entertain- 


Day Entertainments, 


Price, 35 cents 


y classified, 


CONTENTS 


Washington’s Birthday in the 
Kindergarten 

What Should Have Happened 

Young Soldiers 


Drills 
Colonial Dames’ Tea Party 
Flag of the Free Dnill 
Military Drill 
Noted Choppers 
Songs, Stories, Facts 
7 of new 
words to old tunes 
oS stories, addresses and ar- 
need facts (including Events 
is t e Life of Washington) 
1 Suggestive Program 


: CHICAGO 


=, 


Christmas Celebrations | 


Edited by JOS, C. SINDELAR | 


} Mlustrated. 160 Pages. Paper, Price, 35cents = - 

? Tt matter in this bookis pe a ae ci oe 
Itis by far the largest, choicestand best ‘ mk 
arranged collection for Christmas pub- CpisTm AS 

lished. The book is dividedinto three parts: * CELERR AlluNS A 
Primary, intermediate, and Higher, and mast As 
eonfains 72 recitations, 11 dialogues and @ ee 
exercises, 2 acrostics, 3 drills, 8 songs, 4 ¥ 
tableaux, and 33 quotations. ‘ 
CONTENTS 
Recitations ongs 

t 29 primary, 2@interme- 1 new with music, 2to old 

: diate, *” \igher tunes—primary” 

% Quy... tidus i new with music, 2 to old 

; 16 prtime.y © interme- tunes—i ntermediate 

: digte, & higues ‘new with musie, 1 to old 

c Drills tune—higher 

| Evergreen Drill Dialogues and Exerciser 

y | Stocking Drill 5 primary, 7 intermediate, 

, Waiting for Santa Drill 1 higher hen ae f 

: | Yableaux—d for all grades i 

_ | The New Christmas Book | 

e New Christmas Book ; 

é . Edited by the Author of Christmas Celebrations, Thanksgiving Entertainments, | 

a -incels Day Entortaiaments, Washington Day Entertainments = sh 

a ' ‘ ss ee Fis Ny 

; | ye = ae ayy l'ustrated. 165 Pages. Paper. Price, 35 cents i 
{ “4 e i Rog E ; Re 

; |. F Ae ew a, Se ee Fare tk 

} i ae i4, § dialogues, plays and exercises, 5 drills, jf” 

; | bristmas' 15songs (five with music, others adapted i¢— 

} eo h 3} to favorite tunes), 5 tableaux, 4 pantomimes, 

: | oe. : 30 + Se oe quotations, 16 ae facts often de- 

: bees ae ete Sired and invariably difficult to find, andthe 


7 ij novel entertainment: A Living Christmas 
. § Pe a ee Magazine—aseries of tableaux, and verse and 
Ra egeee’ § Prose icadings te illustrate the contents of 
pe iaige “42 § the Christmas number of a magazine, each 
ie. a character or group of characters represent- | 

; | bar ws, ing apage. The matter is largely new, much 
et SS aS of it pee been written especially for this 4 

| Sam Sore Chine I book, and has been carefully classified. 


A. FLANAGAN COMPANY :: CHICAGO } 
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